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TO 

» l * 

My  much  honoured  3 and  no 


lefs  truly  beloved  FRIEND, 


ESQUIR  E. 

My  dear  Friend , 

O V have  put  the  Tlieorboe  into  IE 
my  hand,  and  I have  played  : Tom 
gave  the  Mufician  the  f.rjl  encou- 
ragement ; the  Mufick  returneth  to  you  for 
Patronage.  Had  it  been  a Light  Air  , no 
doubt  but  it  had  taken  the  moH  , and  among 
them  the  n orjl ; but  being  a Grave  Strain  ? 
my  hopes  are , that  it  mil  pleafe  the  heft,  and 
among  them  you . Toyifh  Aires  pleafe  trivial 

A 2 Ears  j 
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Ears  ; they  kijs  the  Fancy  , and  betray  it. 
They  cry  ? Hail , firjl ; and  after  , Cruci- 
fie  : Let  Dorrs  delight  to  immerd  themfelves 
tn  dung , rvhiljl  Eagles  [corn  (o  poor  a Game 
as  Flies . Sir  , you  have  Art  and  Candour ; 
Let  the  one  judge , let  the  other  excufe 


¥our  molt 


affe&ionate  Friend 


FRA.  QV  ARLES. 


TO 


AN  Emblem  is  but  a (ilent  Parable. 
Let  not  the  tender  Eye  check  , to 
fee  the  allufion  to  our  blefifed  Sa- 
viour figured  in  thefe  Types.  In  Holy 
Scripture  he  is  fometimes  called  a Sower  , 
fometimes,  a Fiftier } fometimes,  a Phyfi- 
cian : And  why  not  prelented  fo  as  well  to 
the  Eye  as  to  the  Ear } Before  the  know- 
ledge of  Letters , God  was  known  by 
Hieroglyphicks.  And  indeed  what  are  the 
Heavens , the  Earth , nay  , every  Crea- 
ture, but  Hieroglyphicks  and  Emblemes  of 
his  Glory  ? I have  no  more  to  fay,  I wifh 
thee  as  much  pleafure  in  the  Reading  , as 
I had  in  writing.  Farevvel  REA  DE  R. 


1 


1 


BT  Fathers  back'd,  by  Holy  Writ  led  on. 
Thou  fhew'sl  a way  to  Heav'n  by  Helicon : 
The  Mufes  Font  is  confecrate  by  Thee  ? 

And  Poe  fie  baptiz'd  Divinity  : 

Blefl  Soul  that  here  embark' fl'IThou fail'Jl  apace, 
'Tis  hard  to  fay, mov'd  more  by  Wit  or  Grace 9 
Each  Mufe  fo  plies  her  Oar  : but  0,  the  Sail 
Is  fill'd  from  Heaven  with  a Diviner  Gale  : 
When  Poets  prove  Divines , why  fhould  not  I 
Approve  in  Verfe  this  divine  Poetry  ? 

Let  this  fufifce  to  licenfe  thee  the  Prefs  : 

I mn si  no  more  ; nor  could  the  Truth  fay  left* 


Sic  approbavit 


RICH.  LOVE 


Procan.  Cantabrigienfis. 
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Tot 


Tot  Flores  QU  A R.  L E S,  quot  Paradifus 
habet,  Leftori  bene-^/e-volo« 

Qui  legit  ex  Horto  hoc  Flores , Qui  carpit  , uterque 
Jure  poteft  Violas  dicer e , jure  Rofas  , 

Non  e Farnajfo  V I 0 L A M , Feftive , RO  S ETO 
Carpit  Afollo , magis  quae  fit  amoena , RO  S AM. 

Quot  Verfus  VIOLAS  legis  \ & Quern  verb*  Iocutum 
Credis , verba  dedit : Nam  dedit  iUt  ROSAS, 

lltque  Ego  non  dicam  ha?c  VIOLAS  fuaviflima  \ Tutt 

» ’ 

Iff*  facis  VIOLAS , Lividey  fi  violas, 

Nam  velut  e VI  0 L I S fibi  fugit  Aranea  virus : 

Vertis  at  in  fuccos  Hasque  RO  S ASque  tuos. 

Quas  violas  Mufas , VIOLAS  puto , quafque  recufas 
Dente  tuo  rofas , has , reor , efle  ROSAS: 

Sic  rofas , facis  efle  RO  S AS , dmn , Zoile , rodis  : 

Sic  facis  has  V 10  L AS  , Li  vide , dum  violas, 

Brent  Hall , 1634. 

EDW.  BENLOWES, 
A 4 THE 
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Fir  ft  BOOK. 

The  INVOCATION* 

ROwze  thee,  my  Soul  and  drein  thee  from  the  dregs 
Of  vulgar  thoughts : Scrue  up  the  heightned  pegs 
Of  thy  fublime  Theorboe  four  notes  higher , 

And  higher  yet , that  fo  , the  fnril- mouth’d  Quire 
Of  fwift-wing’d  Seraphims  may  come  and  joyn  , 

And  make  thy  Confoit  more  than  half  divine. 

Invoke  no  Mufc  ; Let  Heav’n  be  thine  Apollo  > 

And  lethn  facred  Influences  hallow 
Thy  high-bred  ftrains : Let  his  full  beams  infpire 
Thy  ravifh'd  brains  with  more  heroick  lire  : 

Snatch  thee  a Quill  from  the  fpread  Eagles  wing, 

And,  like  the  morning  Lark  ;,  mount  up  and  fing  : 

Cail  off  thefe  dangling  plummets , that  fo  clog 
Thy  laboring  heart,  which  gropes  in  this  dark  fog 
Of  dungeon  Earth } let  Flefh  and  Blood  forbear 
To  fiop  thy  flight  , till  this  bafe  World  appear 
A thin  blew  Landfkip : Let  thy  pinions  foar 
So  high  a pitch,  that  men  may  feem  no  more 
Than  Pifmires,  crawling  on  this  Mole-hill  Earth  , 

Thy  Ear  untroubled  with  their  frantick  mirth  j 
Let  not  the  frailty  of  thy  flefh  diiturb 
Thy  new-concluded  peace  ; Let  Reafon  curb 
Thy  hot  mouth’d  Paflion  j and  let  heav’ns  fire  feafon 
The  frefli  conceits  of  thy  corrected  Reafon. 

Difdain  to  warm  thee  at  lulls  fmcky  fires , 

Scorn  , Scorn  to  feed  on  thy  old  bloat  defires : 

Come,  come  , my  Soul , hoife  up  thy  higher  fails , 

The  wind  blows  fair  j fhall  we  Hill  creep  like  Snails , 


That 
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That  glide  their  ivayes  with  their  own  Native  Himes  \ 

No  , we  muft  fly  like  Eagles , and  our  Rhimes 
Muft  mount  to  Heav’n  , and  reach  th’Olympick  Ear  ; 

Our  Heav’n-blown  fire  muft  feek  no  other  Sphear. 

Thou  great  Tneantbropos , that  giv’ft  and  ground’ft 
Thy  gifts  in  duft , and  from  our  dunghil  crown’ll: 
Receding  honour , taking  by  retail  , 

What  thou  haft  giv’n  in  grols , from  lapfed  frail  , 

And  finful  man  : that  drink’ft  full  draughts , wherein 
Thy  Childrens  leprous  fingers , fcurf’d  with  fin  , 

Have  padled  } Cleanfe , O cleanfe  my  crafty  Soul 
From  fccret  crimes , and  let  my  thoughts  controul 
My  thoughts : O , teach  me  ftoutly  to  deny 
My  felf , that  I may  be  no  longer  I : 

Enrich  my  Fancy , clarifie  my  thoughts , 

Refine  my  drofs ; O , wink  at  human  faults ; 

And  through  the  (lender  Conduct  of  my  Quil 
Convey  thy  Current , vvhofe  clear  ftreatns  may  fill 
The  hearts  of  men  with  love  , their  tongues  with  praife  : 
Crown  me  with  Glory , take  who  lift  the  Bayes. 
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I. 

I A M.  i.  14. 

Every  man  is  tempted , when  he  is  drawn  a- 
way  by  his  own  lufi  and  tn,  ced. 

Serpent . Eve • 

Strp.  V]  Ot  cat  ? Not  tafte  ? Not  touch  ? Not  caft  an  eye 
JLNI  Upon  the  fruit  of  this  fair  Tree  ? And  why? 
Why  eat’ft  thou  not  what  Heay’n  ordain’d  for  food  ? 

Or  can’ft  thou  think  that  bad  which  Heav’n  call’d  Good  ? 
Why  was  it  made  if  not  to  be  enjoy’d  ? 

Negleft  of  favours  makes  a favour  void  *, 

Eleflings  unus’d  , pervert  into  a Waft  , 

As  well  as  Surfeits : Woman , Do  but  taft  ; 

See  how  the  laden  boughs  make  filent  fuit 
To  be  enjoy’d  : Look  how  their  bending  fruit 
Meet  thee  half-way  } Obferve  but  how  they  crouch 
To  kifsthy  hand  *,  Coy  Woman  , Do  but  touch  : 

Mark  what  a pure  vermilion  blufh  has  dy’d 
Their  fwelling  cheeks , and  how  for  fhame  they  hide 
Their  palfie  heads  to  fee  themfelves  ftand  by 
Neglected  : Woman  , Do  but  cali  an  Eye. 

What  bounteous  Heav’n  ordain’d  for  ufe  , refufe  not  > 

Come  , pull  and  eat : Y’abufe  the  thing  ye  ufe  not. 

Eve . Wifeft  of  Beafts , our  great  Creator  did 
Referve  this  Tree  , and  this  alone  forbid  ; 

The  reft  are  freely  ours,  which  doubtlefs are 
As  pleafing  to  the  taft  *,  to  th’eye  as  fair : 

But  touching  this  his  ftritf  commands  are  fuch  , 

'Tis  death  to  taft,  no  lefs  than  death  to  touch. 

Serp.  Pifh  ; Death’s  a fable : Did  not  Heav'n  infpirc 
Your  equal  Elements  with  living  Fire , 

Blown 
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Blown  from  the  fpring  of  life  ? is  not  that  breath 
Immortal  ? Come  j ye  are  as  free  from  death 
As  he  that  made  ye.  Can  the  dames  expire 
Which  he  has  kindled  ? Can  ye  quench  his  fire  ? 

Did  not  the  great  Creatours  voice  proclaim 
What  ere  he  made  ( from  the  blew  fpangled  frame 
To  the  poor  leaf  that  trembles)  very  good  ? 

Bleft  he  not  both  the  feeder  and  the  Food  ? 

Tell , tell  me  then  , what  danger  can  accrue 
From  fuch  bleft  Food  , to  fuch  half-gods  as  you? 

Curb  needlefs  fears  , and  let  no  fond  conceic 
Abufe  your  freedome  ; Woman  take  and  eat. 

Eve.  Tis  true , we  are  immortal ; death  is  yet 
Unborn  , and  till  Rebellion  make  it  debt , 

• Undue*,  I know  the  fruit  is  good  , until 
Prefumptuous  difobedience  make  it  ill. 

The  lips  that  open  to  this  Fruit’s  a Portal 
To  let  in  death  and  make  immortal  mortal. 

Scjp.  You  cannot  die : come,  woman,  tafte,  and  fear  not  : 
Eve.  Shall  Eve  tranfgrefs  ? I dare  not,  O I dare  not, 

Serp.  Afraid  ? why  draw’ll:  thou  back  thy  tim’rous  arm? 
Harm  only  falls  on  fuch  as  fear  a harm. 

Heav’n  knows  and  fears  the  virtue  of  this  Tree , 

’Twill  make  ye  perfect  Gods  as  well  as  He. 

Stretch  forth  thy  hand  , and  let  thy  fondnefs  never 
Fear  death : Do , pull , and  eat,  and  live  for  ever. 

Eve.  ’Tis  but  an  Apple  and  it  is  as  good 
To  do  , as  to  defire.  Fruit’s  made  for  food  : 

I’le  pull , and  cafte  , and  tempt  my  Adam  too 
To  know  the  fecrecs  of  this  Dainty.  Serp.  Do. 


S.  CHRYS, 
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S.  CHRYS.  {up*  Match. 

He  forced  him  not : He  touched  him  not : Only  faid  , Call 
thy  felf  down that  we  may  know  , that  whofoever  obeyeth 
the  Devil  cafletk  bimftlf  down  : for  the  Devil  may  fuggefi , 
compel  he  cannot. 

S.  BERN,  in  Ser. 

It  i$  the  Devils  part  to  fuggejl : Ours , not  to  confent . As 
oft  as  we  refife  him  , fo  often  we  overcome  him  : as  often  as 
we  overcome  him , fo  often  we  bring  joy  to  the  Angels , and 
Glory  to  God , who  propofeth  us  , that  we  may  contend , and 
afiifleth  us,  that  we  may  conquer. 


. i 

!. 

EP  IG.  u 

Uulucky  Parliament ! wherein  at  laft, 

Both  Homes  are  agreed , and  firmly  part 
An  a&  of  Death  confirm'd  by  high«r  Powers  * 
O had  it  had  but  fuch  fucceis  as  Ours  l 


n. 
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II. 

JAMES  i.  15. 

•s  ' r , ^ 

Then  when  lufl  hath  conceived , it  bringeth 
forth  fin  5 and  fin  when  it  is  finifijed  firing- 
eth  forth  death . 

1 

r. 

L Ament,  lament*,  Look,  look,  what  thou  haft  done? 

Lament  the  world’s,. Lament  thy  own  eftare  : 

Look, look,  by  doing  how  thou  art  undone  ? 

Lament  thy  fall,  lament  thy  change  of  State : 

Thy  faith  is  broken , and  thy  freedom  gone  , 

See,  fee  too  foon,  what  thou  lament’ft  too  late. 

O thou  that  wert  fo  many  men,  nay,  all 
Abridg’d  in  one , how  has  thy  defp’rate  fall 
Deftroy’d  thy  unborn  feed,  deftroy’d  thy  felf  withal. 

> 2. 

Uxorious  Adam , whom  thy  Maker  made 
Equal  to  Angels  that  excel  in  pow’r , 

What  haft  thou  done  ? O why  haft  thou  obey’d 
Thy  own  deftru&ion  ? Like  a new  cropt  flower 
How  does  the  glory  of  thy  beauty  fade  ! ^ 

How  are  thy  fortunes  blafted  in  an  hour ! 

How  art  thou  cow’d  that  hadft  the  pow’r  to  quel 
The  fpite  of  new  fal’n  Angels,  baffle  Hell , 

And  vie  with  fhofe  that  flood, and  vanquilh  thofe  that  fell. 

\ 

3* 

See  how  the  world  (whofe  chaft  and  pregnant  womb 
Of  late  conceiv’d,  and  brought  forth  nothing  ill  ) 

B h 
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Is  now  degenerated  , and  become 

A bafe  Adulterefs , vvhofe  falfe  births  do  fill 
The  earth  with  Monfters,  Monfters  that  do  rome 
And  rage  about,  and  make  a trade  to  kill : 

Now  Glutt’ny  paunches  *,  Luft  begins  to  (pawn  *, 
Wrath  takes  revenge  ; and  Avarice  a pawn  ; 

Pale  Envy  pines,  Pride  fwells,  and  Sloth  begins  to  yawn. 

4 

The  Air  that  whifper’d,  now  begins  to  rore ; 

And  bluftring  Boreas  blows  the  boyling  Tide  j 
The  white  mouth’d  Water  now  ufurps  the  (hore, 

And  fcorns  the  pow’r  of  her  tridental  guide  ; 

The  fire  now  burns,  that  did  but  warm  before , 

And  Rules  her  ruler  with  refiftlefs  pride  : 

Fire,  Water,  Earth,  and  Air,  thatfirft  were  made 
To  be  fubdu’d.fee  how  they  now  invade  ; (obey’d. 
They  rule  whom  once  they  ferv’d , command  where  once 


5 


Behold ; that  nakednefs , that  late  bewray’d 

Thy  glory  ; now’s  become  thy  fhame,  thy  wonder; 
Behold ; thofe  trees  whofe  various  fruits  were  made 
For  food,  now  turn’d  a fhade  to  fbrowd  thee  under ; 
Behold ; that  voice  (which  thou  haft  difobey’d  ) 

Thar  late  was  mufick,  now,  affrights  like  thunder  : 

Poor  man  ; Are  not  thy  joynts  grown  fore  with  fhaking 
To  view  th’  effect  of  thy  bold  undertaking , 

That  in  one  hour  did’ft  marr  what  heav’n  ftx  days  was 


( making ; 


S.  AUG 
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S,  AUGUST.  lib.  i.  de  lib.  arbit. 


II 


kl 


It  is  a.  moft  juft  punifhment , that  man  [ looulcl  lofe  that  freedom, 
•which  man  could  not  uje , yet  had  power  to  keep  , if  he  would  5 
and,  that  he  who  had  knowledge  to  do , what  was  right , and 
did  not , fhould  be  deprived  of  the  knowledge  of  what  was> 
right  j and  that  he  who  would  not  do  righteoafly , when  he  had 
the  power,  fhould  lofe  the  power  to  do  it,  when  he  had  the  will . 

1 * r 

HUGO  de  anima. 

the y are  puftly  punifhed  that  abufe  lawful  things,  but  they  are 
mojl  jufily  punifhed  , that  ufe  unlawful  things : thus  Lucifer 
fell  from  Heaven  : thus  Adam  loft  his  Varadife . 


/ 


:ingi  »• 

E P I G.  2. 

ee  how  thele  fruitful  kernils , being  cart 
[pon  the  earth  , how  thick  they  fpring  ! how  fa  ft ! 
v full  ear’d  crop  and  thriving , rank  and  proud  j 
repoft’rous  man  firft  fow’d , and  then  lie  plough’d. 

b 2 . ; lit 
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PRO  V.  14.  13. 

Even  in  laughter  the  heart  is  Jorrowful , and 
the  end  of  that  mirth  is  heavinefs . 


1. 

A Las  fond  Child, 

How  are  thy  thoughts  beguil’d  , 

To  hope  for  honey  from  a nefl  of  wafps  ? 

Thou  may’ll  as  well 
Go  feek  for  eafe  in  Hell , 

Or  fprightly  NeCtar  from  the  mouths  of  afps. 

\ 

The  world’s  a hive, 

From  whence  thou  can’ll  derive 
No  good  , but  what  thy  Souls  vexation  brings  ? 

Put  cafe  thou  meet 
Some  petti-petti-fweet , 

Each  drop  is  guarded  with  a thoufand  flings. 

3- 

Why  dofl  thou  make 
Thefe  murm’ring  troups  forfake 
The  fafe  protection  of  their  waxen  homes  ? 

Their  hive  contains 
No  fweet  that’s  worth  thy  pains ; 

There’s  no  tiling  here , alas , but  empty  combes. 

4* 

For  trafh  and  toyes , 

And  grief  ingend’ring  joyes , 

, £ 3 What 
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What  torment  feems  too  (harp  for  flefh  and  blood ! 

What  bitter  pills , 

Compos’d  of  real  ills , 

Man  fvvallovvs  down  to  purehafe  one  falfe  good ! 

5 1 

The  dainties  here  , 

Are  lead  what  they  appear ; 

Though  fweet  in  hope,  yet  in  fruition  fowre  : 

The  fruit  that’s  yellow , 

Is  found  not  always  mellow : 

The  faireft  Tulip’s  not  the  fweetefl  flowre. 

<5 

I 

Fond  youth  give  ore , 

And  vex  thy  Soul  no  more 
In  feeking  what  were  better  far  unfound  •, 

Alas ! thy  gains 
Are  only  prefent  pains 
To  gather  Scorpions  for  a future  wound. 

7 

What’s  earth?  or  in  it, 

That  longer  than  a minute , 

Can  lend  a free  delight  that  can  endure  ? 

O who  would  droyl , 

Or  delve  infuch  a foyl , 

Where  gain’s  uncertain  and  the  pain  isfure. 


-r 
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S.  AUGUST. 

Sweetnefsin  temporal  matters  is  deceitful : It  is  a labour  and 
a perpetual  fear  it  is  a dangerous  pleajure , whofe  beginning  is 
without  providence, and  whofe  end  is  not  without  repentance. 

HUGO. 

Luxury  is  an  enticing  pleafure , a baflard  mirth , which  hath 
honey  in  her  mouth9  gall  in  her  heart,  and  a fling  in  her  tail • 


\ 


\ 


E P I G. 

What , Cupid , are  thy  fhafts  already  made  ? 

And  feeking  honey,  to  fet  up  thy  trade 

True  Embleme  of  thy  fweets  ? Thy  Bees  d j bring 

Honey  in  their  mouths , but  in  their  tails  a Bing. 

B 4 IV. 
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Book  I.  Emblemed 

IV. 

PSALM  62.  9. 

To  be  laid  in  the  ballance  yt  is  altogether  lighter 
than  vanity . 

1. 

PUt  in  another  weight  : ’Tis  yet  too  light : 

And  yet.  Fond  Cupid , put  another  in  *, 

And  yet  another : Still  there’s  under  weight : 

Put  in  another  hundred  : Put  again  ; 

Add  world  to  world ; then  heap  a thoufand  more 
To  that,  then  to  renew  thy  wafted  ftore  , 

Take  up  more  worlds  on  truft,  to  draw  thy  ballance  lower. 

2. 

Put  in  the  flefh  with  all  her  loads  of  pleafure ; 

Put  in  great  Mammon's  endlefs  inventory; 

Put  in  the  ponderous  ads  of  Mighty  Cafar  ; 

Put  in  the  greater  weight  of  Swtdens  glory ; 

Add  Sapio's  gauntlet  *,  put  in  Plato's  gown , 

Put  Circes  charms ; put  in  the  triple  crown. 

Thy  ballance  will  not  draw  ; thy  ballance  will  not  down. 

3- 

Lord  what  a world  is  tills , which  day  and  night, 

Men  feek  with  fo  much  toil,  with  fo  much  trouble? 
Which  weigh’d  in  equal  feales  is  found  fo  light, 

So  poorly  overbalanc'd  with  a bubble  ? 

Good  God ! That  frantick  mortals  fhoulddeftroy 
Their  higher  hopes , and  place  their  idle  joy 
Upon  fuch  airy  trafh , upon  fo  light  a toy  ! 

4* 

Thou  bold  Impoftor , how  haft  thou  befool’d 
The  tribe  of  Man  with  counterfeit  delirc  ’ 


How 


1 8 Embletnes.  Book  f. 

How  has  the  breath  of  thy  falfe  bellows  cool’d  , 

Heav’ns  free  born  flames,  and  kindled  baftard  fire  ! 

How  haft  thou  vented  drofs  inftead  of  treafure  , 

And  cheated  man  with  thy  falfe  weights  and  meafure , 
Proclaiming  bad  for  good  j and  gilding  death  with  pleafure, 


The  world’s  a crafty  Strumpet  moft  afFeting  , 

And  clofely  following  thofe  that  moft  rejet  her  ; 

But  Teeming  carelefs,  nicely  difrefpeting 
And  coyly  flying  thofe  that  moft  affet  her : 

If  thou  befree,fhe’s  ftrange  *,  if  ftrange,  fhe’s  free  ; 

Flee,  and  The  follows  * follow,  and  ftie’l  flee : 

Than  fhe  there’s  none  more  coy, there’s  none  more  fond  than 

((he. 

6 

O what  a Crocodilian  world  is  this , 

Compos’d  of  treacheries , and  enfnaring  wiles ! 

She  clothes  definition  in  a formal  kifs , 

And  lodges  death  in  her  deceitful  fmiles 

She  hugs  the  foul  The  hates  *,  and  there  does  prove 
The  veryeft  Tyrant,  where  fhe  vows  to  love. 

And  is  a Serpent  moft,  when  moft  fhe  feems  a Dove. 

7 

Thrice  happy  he,  whofe  nobler  thoughts  defpife 
To  make  an  objet  of  fo  eafie  gains ; 

Thrice  happy  he  who  fcorns  fo  poor  a prize 
Should  be  the  crown  of  his  heroick  pains  : 

Thrice  happy  he,  that  ne’re  was  born  to  try 
Her  frowns  or  fmiles  j or  being  born,  did  lie 

In  his  fad  nurfes  arms  an  hour  or  two,  and  die. 


S,  AUGUS  T. 
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O you  that  dote  upon  this  world , for  what  victory  do  ye  fight? 
Tour  hopes  can  be  crowned  with  no  greater  reward , than  the 
world  can  give ; and  what  is  the  world  but  a brittle  thing  full 
of  dangers , wherein  we  travel  from  lefier  to  greater  perils  ? 0 
let  all  her  vainjight , and  momentany  glory  perifh  with  her  felf  j 
and  let  us  be  converfant  with  more  eternal  things . Alas , this 
world  is  miferable , life  is  fhorty  and  death  is  fure . 


i 


E P I G.  4. 

My  Sod,  what’s  lighter  , than  a feather  ? Wind. 

Than  wind  ? The  fire.  And  what,  than  fire?  The  rind. 
■What’s  lighter,  than  the  mind  ? A thought.  Than  thought  ? 
This  bubble  world.  What,  than  this  bubble  ? Nought. 

V. 
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i Cor.  7.  31. 

. % 

Thefajhion  of  this  World  fdjfeth  away , 

GOne  are  thofe  golden  dayes , wherein 
Pale  Confcience  ftarted  not  at  ugly  fin. 

When  good  old  Saturn  s peaceful  Throne 
Was  unufurped  by  his  beardlefs  Son  : 

When  jealous  Ops  ne’r  fear’d  th*  abufe 
Of  her  chart  bed,  or  breach  of  nuptial  Truce : 

When  juft  Aflrtea  pois’d  her  Scales 
In  mortal  hearts , vvhofe  abfence  earth  bewails  .* 

When  froth-born  V mis  and  her  brat , 

With  all  that  fpurious  brood  Young  Jove  begat , 

In  horrid  ftiapes  were  yet  unknown  *, 

Thofe  Halcyon  dayes,  that  golden  age  is  gone. 

There  was  no  Client  then  to  wait 
The  leifure  of  this  long  tayl’d  Advocate  ; 

The  Talion  Law  was  in  requeft , 

And  Chancery  Courts  were  kept  in  ev’ry  breft  : 

Abufed  Statutes  had  no  Tenters , 

And  men  could  deal  fecure  without  indentures: 

There  was  no  peeping  hole  to  clear 
The  wittals  eye  from  his  incarnate  fear  } 

There  were  no  luftful  Cinders  then 
To  broil  the  Carbonado’d  hearts  of  men  : 

The  rofie  cheeks  did  then  proclaim 
A fhame  of  Guilt , but  not  a Guilt  of  ftiame; 

There  was  no  whining  Soul  to  ft  art 
At  Cupid's  twang,  or  curfe  his  flaming  dart  5 
The  Boy  had  then  but  callow  wings , 

And  felj  Erinnys  Scorpions  had  no  flings ; 

The 
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The  better  afted  world  did  move 
Upon  the  fixed  poles  of  Truth  and  Love  , 

Love  dTenc’d  in  the  hearts  of  men ! 

Then  Reafon  rul’d  , there  was  no  paftion  then  j. 

Till  Luft  and  rage  began  to  enter  , 

Love  the  Circumference  was , and  love  the  Center 
Until  the  wanton  days  of  Jovt 
The  fimple  world  was  all  compos’d  of  Love; 

But  Jovg  grewflefhly,  falfe,  unjuft: 

Inferiour  beauty  fill’d  his  veins  with  luft ; 

AndCucquean  Juno's  furyhurld 
Fierce  balls  of  rape  into  th’inceftuous  world  : 

Aflrcea  fled , and  love  return’d 
From  earth,  earth  boyl’d  with  luft,  with  rage  it  burn’d  : 

And  ever  fince  the  world  hath  been 
Kept  going  with  the  fcourge  of  Luft  and  Spleen. 


« -■ > 
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S.AMBROS. 

Liift  is  a fharp  fpiir  to  vice, which  always  piitteth  the  affettions 
into  a falfe  gallop. 

HUGO. 

i i 

Luft  is  an  immoderate  wantonnefs  of  the  flejh , afweet  poyfon, 
a cruel  pejlilence  j a pernitiom  poyfon , which  weapneth  the  body 
of  man , and  effeminateth  the  flrength  of  an  heroic^mind. 

S.  AUGUST. 

Envy  is  the  hatred  of  another s felicity  : in  refpett  of  Superi- 
ors, becaufe  they  are  not  equal  to  them  in  refpett  of  inferiors , 
left  he  fhould  be  equal  to  them  *,  in  resfett  of  equals,  becaufe  they 
are  equal  to  them  : through  envy  proceeded  the  fall  of  the  world 9 
and  death  of  Chrift . 


E P I G. 

What,  Cupid,  muft  the  world  be  lafh’dfo  foon  ? 
But  made  at  morning  , and  be  whipt  at  noon  ? 

' ris  like  the  wagg,  that  plays  with  Venus  Doves, 
The  more  'tis  lafh’d,  the  more  perverfe  it  proves. 
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All  is  vanity  and  vexation  of  Spirit . 


i. 

HOvv  is  the  anxious  Soul  of  man  befool'd 
In  his  defire , 

That  thinks  an  He&ick  feaver  may  be  cool’d 
In  flames  of  fire  j 

Or  hopes  to  rake  full  heaps  of  burnifh’d  gold 
From  nady  mire  l 
A whining  Lover  may  as  well  requed 
A fcornful  bread 

To  melt  in  gentle  tears , as  woo  the  world  for  red. 


2. 

Let  wit , and  all  hef  fludied  plots  effeft 
The  bed  they  can ; 

Let  fmiling  Fortune  profper  and  perfect 
What  wit  began  j 

Let  Earth  advife  with  both , and  fo  project 
A happy  man ; 

Let  wit  or  fawning  Fortune  vie  their  bed } 

He  may  be  bled 

With  all  that  Earth  can  give  : but  Earth  can  give  no 

« 

3* 

Whofe  gold  is  double  with  a careful  hand  5 
His  cares  are  double, 
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The  Pleafure  , Honour , Wealth  of  Sea  and  Land 
Bring  but  a trouble  ; 

The  World  it  fell,  and  all  the  Worlds  command  , 

Is  but  a bubble. 

The  drong  defires  of  mans  infatiate  bread 
May  dand  ported 

Of  all  that  Earth  can  give  ; but  earth  can  give  no  red. 

• S ' - • \ 

4- 

The  World’s  a feeming  Par’dife , but  her  own 
And  man’s  tormentor; 

Appearing  fix’d  , yet  but  a rolling  done 
Without  a tenter ; 

It  is  a vad  Circumference , where  none 
Can  find  a Center. 

Of  more  than  Earth  , can  Earth  make  none  ported ; 

And  he  that  lead 

Regards  this  redlefs  world,  (hall  in  this  world  find  red. 

5- 

True  red  confids  not  in  the  oft  revying 
Of  worldly  drofs; 

Earth’s  miry  purchafe  is  not  worth  the  buying ; 

Her  gain  is  lofs; 

Her  red  but  giddy  toil , if  not  relying 
Upon  her  crofs. 

How  worldlings  droyl  for  trouble!  That  fond  bread 
That  is  portefs’d 

Of  Earth  without  a crofs  has  Earth  without  a red. 

.r  - - j-  ■ 
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C A S S.  in  Pf. 

. » l V 

The  Crofs  is  the  invincible  fanttuary  of  the  humble : "The  de~ 
jeftion  of  the  proud , the  victory  of  Chrift,  the  definition  of 
the  Devil , the  confirmation  of  the  faithful , the  death  of  the 
unbelivtr , the  life  of  the  juft. 

DAMASCEM. 

The  Crofs  of  Chrift  is  the  key  of  Paradife : the  wea^  mans 
ft  aft : the  Converts  convoy : the  upright  mans  perfection  : the 
Soul  and  Bodies  health  : the  prevention  of  all  evil , and  the 
procurer  of  all  good. 


\ 


1 
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Worldlings,  whole  whimpering  folly  holds  the  Ioffes 
Of  honour,  pleafure,  health,  and  wealth  fuch  crolfes  j 
. Look  here , and  tell  me , what  your  Arms  engrofs 
When  the  beft  end  of  what  ye  hugg’s  a crofs. 

C 2 
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VII, 

. * » 

1 Pet.  5.  8. 


Be  fober , be  vigilant , becaufe  your  Adverfary 
the  Devil  as  a roaring  Lion  walketh  about , 

feeking  whom  he  may  devour, 

' • • • • : v : 


1. 


"T  A 7Hy  doft  thou  fuffer  luftful  floth  to  creep , 

V V Dull  Cyprian  Lad,  into  thy  wanton  brows? 
Is  this  a time  to  pay  thine  idle  vows 
At  Morpheus  fhrine  ? Is  this  a time  to  fleep 
Thy  brains  in  wafteful  (lumbers  ? up  and  rouze 
Thy  leaden  Spirit : Is  this  a time  to  lleep  ? 

Adjourn  thy  fanguine  dreams : awake,  arife , 

Call  in  thy  thoughts ; and  let  them  all  advife , 
Had’d  thou,  as  many  heads,  as  thou  haft  wounded  eyes. 


2. 

Look , Look  , what  horrid  furies  do  await 
Thy  flatt’ring  (lumbers ! Ifthydrowzy  head 
But  chance  to  nod , thou  fail’d  into  a bed 
Of  lulph’rous  flames , whofe  torments  want  a date. 

Fond  boy  , be  wife , let  not  thy  thoughts  be  fed 
With  Phrygian  wifdom : fools  are  wife  too  late : 

Beware  betimes , and  let  thy  reafon  fever 
Thofe  gates  which  pafiion  clos'd  j wake  now  or  never ; 
For  if  thou  nod’ft  thou  fail’d,  and  falling  fail’d  for  ever. 

„ 3*  - 

Mark , how  the  ready  hands  of  death  prepare  : 

His  bow  is  bent  , and  he  hath  notch’d  his  dart ; 

His  aims , he  levels  at  the  (lumb’ring  heart : 

c ? 
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The  wound  is  polling  , O be  wife  , beware , 

What  ? has  the  voice  of  danger  loft  the  arc 
To  raife  the  Spirit  of  neglefted  care  ? 

Well , deep  thy  fill,  and  take  thy  foft  repofes : 

But  know  withal  fweat  tafts  have  fowr  doles ; 

And  he  repents  in  thorns , that  deeps  in  beds  of  rofes. 

4- 

Yet  duggard , wake , and  gull  thy  Soul  no  more 
With  earth’s  falfe  pleafure , and  the  worlds  delight, 
Whofe  fruit  is  fair , and  pleafing  to  the  fight , 

But  fowr  in  taft  , falfe  as  the  putrid  core : 

Thy  flaring  glafs  is  gems  at  her  half  light , 

She  makes  thee  feeming  rich , but  truly  poor : 

She  boafts  a kernel , and  bellows  a fhell ; 

Performs  an  inch  of  her  fair  promis’d  ell : 

Her  words  proteft  a Heaven  : her  works  produce  an  hell. 

> 

O thou  the  fountain  of  whofe  better  part , 

Is  earth’d  and  gravell’d  up  with  vain  dcfire : 

That  daily  wallow’d  in  the  fleftily  mire 
And  bafe  pollution  of  a Iuftful  heart , 

That  feel’ll  no  paflion  , put  in  wanton  fire  , 

And  ownft  no  torment  but  in  Cupid' s dart  * 

Behold  thy  type  : Thou  fitt’ft  upon  this  ball 
Of  earth  , fecure  , while  death  that  flings  at  all , 

Stands  arm’d  to  ftrike  thee  down  , where  flames  attend  thy 

( fall. 
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S.  BERN. 

Security  is  no  where : neither  in  Heaven  nor  in  Paradife , 
much  lefs  in  the  world  : in  heaven  the  Angels  fell  from  the  divine 
prefence } in  Paradife , Adam  fell  from  his  place  of  pleafure } in 
the  world,  Judas  fell  from  the  School  of  our  Saviour . 

HUGO. 

1 eat  fecure , 1 drink  feme , Jfleep  feme,  even  as  though  I had 
pafl  the  day  of  death , avoided  the  day  of  judgment , and  efcaped 
the  torments  of  hell  fire : I play  and  laugh,  as  though  l were  al- 
ready triumphing  in  the  Kjngdom  of  Heaven. 


epig.  7. 

Get  up , my  Soul  j Redeem  thy  flavifh  eyes 
From  drowzy  bondage  : O beware  ; be  wife  : 
Thy  Fo’s  before  thee } thou  muft  fight  or  fly  : 
tife  lyes  moft  open  in  a clofed  eye. 

c 4 
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VIII. 


LUKE  6.25. 

Woe  be  to  you  that  laugh  now  Jor  ye  pall  mourn 
and  weep . 

THe  world’s  a popular  difeafe , that  reigns 
Within  the  froward  heart  and  frantick  brains 
Of  poor  diftemper’d  mortals , oft  arifing 
From  ill  digeftion , through  th’  unequal  poifing 
Of  ill-weig’d  Elements,  whofe  light  directs 
Malignant  humours  to  malign  eflfe&s : 

One  raves  and  labours  with  a boyling  liver ; 

Rends  hair  by  handfuls , curling  Cupids  quiver: 

Another  with  a bloody- flux  of  oaths 

Vows  deep  revenge : one  dotes:  the  other  loaths : 

One  frisks  and  lings , and  vies  a flaggon  more 
To  drench  dry  cares , and  make  the  Welkin  rore : 

Another  droops:  the  Sun-fhine  makes  him  fad ; 

Heav’n  cannot  pleafe : One’s  mop’d  *,  the  other’s  mad: 

One  huggs  his  gold  *,  another  lets  it  fly  : 

He  knowing  not  for  whom  •,  nor  t’other  why. 

One  fpends  his  day  in  plots , his  night  in  play  j 
Another  fleeps  and  flugs  both  night  and  day : 

One  laughs  at  this  thing } t’other  cries  for  that : 

Eut  neither  one  nor  t’other  knows  for  what. 

Wonder  of  wonders ! What  we  ought  t’  cvite 
As  our  difeafe , we  hug  as  our  delight : 

’Tis  held  a fymptome  of  approaching  danger, 

When  difacquainted  Senfe  becomes  a Stranger , 

And  takes  no  knowledge  of  an  old  difeafe  j 
But  when  a noifom  grief  begins  to  pleafe 
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The  unrefifting  fenfe  , it  is  a fear 
That  death  has  parli’d  , and  compounded  there  : 
As  when  the  dreadful  Thund’rers  awful  hand 
Pours  forth  a vial  on  th’  infefted  land , 

At  firfl  th’  affrighted  Mortals  quake  and  fear ; 

And  every  noife  is  thought  the  Thunderer : 

But  when  the  frequent  foul-departing  bell 
Has  pav’d  their  ears  with  her  familiar  knel , 

It  is  reputed  , but  a nine  dayes  wonder  , 

They  neither  fear  the  Thund’rer  nor  his  Thunder : 
So  when  the  world  ( a worfe  difeafe  ) began 
To  fmart  for  fin  , poor  new  created  Man 
Could  feek  for  fhelter , and  hisgen’rons  Son 
Knew  by  his  wages , what  his  hands  had  done  : 
But  bold-fac’d  Mortals  in  our  blufhlefs  times 
Can  fing  aud  fmiie  and  make  a fport  of  crimes , 
Tranfgrefs  of  cuflom  , and  rebel  in  eafe; 

We  falfe-joy’d-fools  can  triumph  in  difeafe  , 

And  ( as  the  carelefs  Pilgrim , being  bit 
By  the  Tarantula,  begins  a fit 
Of  life-concluding  laughter  ) wafte  our  breath 
In  lavifh  pleafure , till  we  laugh  to  death. 


/ 


HUGO 


Book  I. 


Emblemes . 

HUGO  de  anima. 


35 


What  profit  is  there  in  vain-glory , moment  my  mirth  , the . 
worlds  power , tk  ficfhes  pleafure , /«//  riches , rco/?/?  defcent , 
great  de  fires  ? Where  is  their  laughter ? where  is  their  mirth  ? 
Where  their  infolence  ? their  arrogance  ? From  how  much  joy  to 
how  much  fadnefs ! After  how  much  mirth  , how  much  mifiry! 
From  how  great  glory  are  they  fallen  , to  how  great  torments! 
what  hath  fallen  to  them  , may  befall  thee , becaufe  thou  art  a, 
man  : 7 hou  art  of  earth’-,  thou  livfjl  of  earth  ; thou  f halt  re- 
turn to  earth . Death  expefteth  thee  every  where  : be  wifi 
therefore , and  expett  death  every  where . 


V 


\ 

E P I G.  8. 

^hat  ayls  the  fool  to  laugh  ? Does  fomething  pleafe 
His  vain  conceit  ? Or  is’t  a meer  difeafe  ? 
hool , giggle  on  , and  wafte  thy  wanton  breath  : 
Thy  morning  laughter  breeds  an  ev’ning  death. 
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^ > 

The  World paffeth  axe  ay  and  all  the  tufts  thereof. 

1. 

DRaw  near,  brave  Sparks,  whofe  Spirits  (corn  to  light 
Your  hallow’d  tapers , but  at  Honours  flame  ; 

You  , vvhofe  heroick  actions  take  delight 
To  varnifh  over  a new-painted  name  ; 

Whofe  high-bred  thoughts  difdain  to  take  their  flight, 
But.on  th’  Icarian  wings  of  babbling  fame; 

Behold  how  tott’ring  are  your  high-built  ftories  ( ries. 
Of  Earth , whereon  you  truft  the  ground  work  of  your  glo 

2. 

And  you  more  brain-fick  Lovers , that  can  prife 
A wanton  fmile  before  eternal  Joyes ; 

That  know  no  Heav’n  , but  in  your  Millrifs  Eyes ; 

That  feel  no  pleafure  , but  what  fenfe  enjoyes : 

That  can  like  crown-diflemper’d  fools  defpife 
True  richer , and  like  babies  whine  for  toyes : 

Think  ye  the  Pageants  of  your  hopes  are  able 
To  ftand  fecure  on  earth,  when  earth  it  felfs  unflable  ? 

3* 

Come  dung-hill  worldlings , you  that  root  like  fwine , 

And  caft  up  golden  trenches , where  ye  come  ; 

Whofe  only  pleafure  is  to  undermine , 

And  view  the  fecrets  of  your  Mothers  womb  : 

Come  bring  your  Saint  pouch’d  in  his  leather  fhrine  , 

And  fummon  all  your  griping  Angels  home  ; 

Behold  your  World,  the  bank  of  all  your  flore, 

The  World  ye  fo  admire,  the  World  ye  fo  adore. 
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A feeble  world  whofe  hot-mouth’d  pleafures  tire 
Before  the  race  *,  before  the  ftart , retrait  > 

A faithlefs  world  , whofe  falfe  delights  expire 
Before  the  term  of  half  their  promis’d  date : 

A fickle  world  , not  worth  the  leaft  defire , 

Where  ev’ry  chance  proclaims  a change  of  State : 

A feeble  , faithlefs , fickle  world  , wherein 
Each  motion  proves  a vice ; and  ev’ry  aft  a fin. 

5- 

The  beauty,  that  of  late  was  in  her  flower. 

Is  now  a ruin  , not  to  raife  a luft  .* 

He  that  was  lately  drench’d  in  Danaes  fhower , 

Is  matter  now  of  neither  good  nor  truft  ; 

Whofe  honour  late  was  mann’d  with  Princely  power , 

His  glory  now  lies  buried  in  the  dutt  5 
O who  would  truft  this  world,  or  prize  what’s  in  it. 
That  gives  and  takes, and  chops  and  changes  evTy  minute ! 

<5. 

Nor  length  of  days  nor  folid  ftrength  of  brain , 

Can  find  a place  wherein  to  reft  fecure : 

The  World  is  various,  and  the  Earth  is  vain : 

There’s  nothing  certain  here , there’s  nothing  fure : 
We  trudge  , we  travel , but  from  pain  to  pain  , 

And  what’s  our  only  grief’s  our  only  cure : 

The  world’s  a torment ; he  that  would  endeavour 
To  find  the  way  to  reft  muft  feek  the  way  to  leave  her. 
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S.  GREG,  in  ho. 

Bibold  the  world  is  withered  in  it  felf  yet  flourifhttb  in  our 
hearts , every  where  death  , every  where  grief , every  where  de- 
flation : On  every  fide  we  are  [mitten  *,  on  every  fide  filled  with 
bitternefs , and  yet  with  the  blind  mind  of  carnal  dejire  we  love 
her  bittemfs : It  flieth , and  we  follow  it ; itfalleth  , yet  we 
fiic^to  it ; And  becaufe  we  cannot  enjoy  it  fallen , we  fall  with 
it , and  enjoy  it , fallen . 


t 


i 

E P I G.  p. 

If  Fortune  fail , or  envious  Time  but  fpurn  , 

The  world  turns  round  , and  with  the  world  we  turn  : 
When  Fortune  fees , and  Lynx-e y’d  Time  is  blind  , 
Tie  cruft  thy  joys , O world  till  then  , the  wind. 
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JOHN  8.  44. 

t ' : , ' V<  • i f * 

Ye  are  of  your  Father  the  D evil 5 and  the  tufts 
of  your  Father  you  will  do. 

. ' ' f »•  . * » ‘v  4' 

' 

HEre’s  your  right  ground ; wag  gently  o’re  this  black : 

’Tis  a fhort  caft  , y’are  quickly  at  the  jack  \ 

Rub  , rub  an  inch  or  two  \ two  crowns  to  one 
On  this  bowls  fide : blow  wind  , ’tis  fairly  thrown  : 

The  next  bowl’s  worfe  that  comes , come  bowl  away ; 

Mammon  , you  know  the  ground  untutor’d  , play  j 
Your  laft  was  gone  , a yard  of  ftrength  well  fpar’d , 

Had  touch’d  the  block  , your  hand  is  ftill  too  hard. 

Brave paflime , Readers,  to  confumethat  day, 

Which  without  paflime  flies  too  fwift  away  : 

See  how  they  labour  j as  if  day  and  night 
Were  both  too  fhort  to  ferve  their  loofe  delight  : 

See  how  their  curved  bodies  wreath  , and  skrue 
Such  antick  fhapes  as  Protein  never  knew : 

One  rapps  an  oath  , another  deals  a curfe  j 
He  never  better  bowl’d  } this  never  worfe  : 

One  rubs  his  itchlefs  elbow  , fhrugs  and  laughs , 

The  t’other  bends  his  beetle  brows , and  chafes : * 
Sometimes  they  whoop , fometimes  their  Stygian  cries 
Send  their  black  Santo  s to  the  blufhing  skies  : 

Thus  mingling  humours  in  a mad  confufion , 

They  make  bad  premifes , and  worfe  conclafion  : 

But  where’s  the  Palm  that  Fortunes  hand  allows 
To?blefsthe  vigors  honourable  brows  ? 

Come  , Reader , come  *,  I’le  light  thine  Eye  the  way 
To  view  the  prize,  the  while  the  Gamefters  play  : 

D - Clofe 
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Clofe  by  the  jack , behold  , gill  Fortune  ftands 
To  wave  the  game , fee  in  her  partial  hands 
The  glorious  garland's  held  in  open  (how  , 

To  chear  the  Lads,  and  crown  the  conqrors  brow.  , 
The  world’s  the  jack  ; the  gameftcrs  that  contend , g 

Are  Cupid  , Mammon : that  judicious  Friend  , H 

That  gives  the  ground , is  Satan  : and  the  bowls 
Are  finful  thoughts;  the  prize,  a crown  for  Fools# 

Who  breaths  that  bowls  not  ? what  bold  tongue  can  f*y 
Without  a blufh  , he  hath  not  bowl’d  to  day  ? 

It  is  the  tride  of  man,  and  every  finner 

Has  plaid  his  rubbers : Every  Soul’s  a winner.  / 

The  vulgar  Proverb’s  croft , He  hardly  can  - f ' 

Be  a good  Eowler  and  an  honeft  man. 

Good  God ! turn  thou  my  Brazil  thoughts  anew  ; 

New  foie  my  bowls  , and  make  their  bias  true : 

I’le  ceafe  to  game , till  fairer  ground  be  given  , 

Nor  wifh  to  win,  until  the  mark  be  Heaven. 


' ' ■■■■■  I, . -I.» 
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S.BERNARD.  lib. de Confid. 

0 you  fons  of  Adam,  you  covetous  generation,  what  have  ye 
to  do  with  tarthly  riches , which  are  neither  true , nor  yours  $ 
Gold  snd  Silver  are  real  Earthy  red  and  white , which  the 
only  ermr  of  man  maizes,  or  rather  reputes , precious  : in, 
fbort , if  they  be  yours , carry  them  with  you. 

S.  H I E R O N.  in  Ep. 

0 luf,  thou  infernal  fire, whofe  few  el  is  gluttony , who  fe  flame 
is  pride,  whofe  (paroles  are  wanton  words,  whofe  fmo^e  is  in- 
fmy  j whofe  afhes  art  mlewnefs  whofe  end  is  Hell. 


E P I G.  j. 

< Mmmn  well  followed : Cupid  bravely  led ; 

Both  Touchers ; equal  Fortune  makes  a dead : 

No  need  can  meafure  where  the  conqueft  lies , 

Take  my  advice  j compound , and  (hare  the  prize : 
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EPHES.  2.  2. 

' » * / 

Te  walked  according  to  the  courfe  of  this  worlds 
according  to  the  Prince  of  the  air . 

1. 

« 1 > 

0 Whither  will  this  mad  brain  World  at  laft 

Be  driv’n  ? where  will  her  reftlefs  wheels  arrive  ? 

Why  hurries  on  her  ill  match’d  pair  fo  faft  ? 

0 whither  means  her  furious  groom  to  drive  ? 

What  will  her  rambling  fits  be  never  part  ? 

For  ever  ranging  ? never  once  retrive  ? 

Will  Earths  perpetual  progrefs  ne’r  expire  ? 

Her  Team  continuing  in  their  frefh  carier. 

And  yet  they  never  reft  , and  yet  they  never  tire* 

Sol's  hot-moutlTd  Steeds,  whofe  noftrils  vomit  flame, 

And  brazen  lungs  belch  forth  quotidian  fire  , 

Their  twelve  hours  task  perform’d  grow  ftiff  and  lame , 

And  their  immortal  Spirits  faint  and  tire  : 

At  th1  azure  mountains  foot  their  labours  claim 
The  priviledge  of  reft,  where  they  retire 
To  quench  their  burning  fetlocks,  and  go  fteep 
Their  flaming  noftrils  in  the  weftern  deep  , 

And  frefh  their  tired  Souls  with  Itrength  reftormg  deep. 

4* 

V 

But  thefe  prodigious  hackneys , bafely  got 
’Twist  men  and  Devils , made  for  race  nor  flight  * 

Can  drag  the  idle  World  , expc&ing  not 
The  bed  of  reft  , but  travel  with  delight  *, 

Who  never  weighing  way  nor  weather  , trot 

P 5 
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Through  duft  and  dirt , and  droll  both  night  and  day ; 
Thus  droil  thefe  fiends  incarnate,  whofe  free  pains 
Are  fed  with  dropfics  and  venereal  blains. 

No  need  to  ufe  the  whip  *,  but  ftrength  to  rule  the  rains. 

> ■ > - 

4- 

Poor  captive  world  1 How  has  thy  lightnefs  given 
1 A .juft  occafion  to  thy  foes  illufion  ? 

0 how  art  thou  betray'd  thus  fairly  driven  , 

1 In  feeming  triumph  to  thy  own  confufion  ? 

How  is  thy  empty  Univerfe  bereaven 

Ot  all  true  joyes , by  one  falfe  joyes  delufion  ? 

So  \ have  feen  an  unblown  virgin  fed 
With  fugar’d  words  fo  full , that  (he  is  led 
A fair  attended  Bride  to  a falfe  Bankrupts  bed.  ' 

.....  ; ’ .»  » i ' ■ 


Pull  gracious  Lord  •,  Let  not  thine  arm  forfake 
1 The  world  impounded  in  her  own  devices : 
Think  of  that  pleafure  that  thou  once  did’ft  take 
Amongft  the  Lilies  and  fweet  Beds  of  fpices. 
Hale  ftrengly  , thou  whofe  hand  has  povv'r  to  flack 
The  fwift  foot  fury  of  ren  thoufand  vices : 

Let  nor  thy  duft  devouring  Dragon  boaft , 

His  craft  has  won  what  Juda’s  Lion  loft  ; 
Remember  what  is  carv'd  $ recount  the  price  it  coft. 


ISIDOR. 

t * • % - 


I 


47 


Book  I.  Emblemes. 

I S I D O R.  lib.  i.  De  fummo  bono. 

By  how  much  the  nearer  Satan  perceiveth  the  world  to  an 
tndy  by  fo  much  the  more  fiercely  be  troubleth  it  with  perfection ; 
that  tyowing  himfelj  is  to  be  damned , he  may  get  company  in 
bis  damnation . 

CYPRIAN,  in  Ep. 

Broad  and  ffyacioiis  is  the  road  to  infernal  life : there  are 
tnticements  and  Death-bringing  pleafures.  There  the  Devil 
flattereth  that  he  may  deceive  $ fmileth  that  he  may  endamage , 
allmth  that  he  may  deftroy • 


E P I G.  II. 

Nay  foft  and  fair,  good  world •,  port  not  too  faft 
Thy  journies  end  requires  not  half  this  haft. 

Unlefs  that  arm  thou  fo  difdain’ft,  reprieves  thee, 

Alas  thou  needs  muft  go  : the  Devil  drives  thee. 
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ISAIAH  66.  ir. 
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Ye  may  fuc^  but  not  be  fatisfied  with  the 
breaji  of  her  conjolation „ 

1. 


» ' . . ..  * 

T X THat  never  fill’d  ? Be  thy  lips  skrew’d  fo  fad  (thee  : 

V V To  th  ’earth’s  full  bread?for  fhame,for  fhame  unfcize 
Thou  rak’d  a furfet  where  thou  fhould’d  but  tad , 

And  mak’d  too  much  not  half  enough  to  pleafe  thee. 

Ah,  fool,  forbear  s thou  fwallowfl:  at  one  breath 
Both  food  and  poifon  down  ",  thou  draw’d  both  milk  and 

( Death. 


2. 


The  ub’rous  breads , when  fairly  drawn , repaft 
The  thriving  infant  with  her  Milky  floud , 

But  being  overdrain’d  , return  at  lad 
Unwholfom  gulps  compos’d  of  wind  and  bloud. 

A mod’rate  ufe  does  both  repad  and  pleafe ; 

Wlio  drains  beyond  a mean  draws  in  and  gulps  difeafe. 

» t * 

3- 

Eut,  O that  mean  , vvhofe  good  the  lead  abufe 
Makes  bad  , is  too  too  hard  to  be  direded  ; 

Can  thorns  bring  grapes , or  Crabs  a pleafing  juice  ? 
There’s  nothing  wholfom,  where  the  whole’s  infeded. 
Unfeife  thy  lips : Earth’s  Milk’s  a rip’ned  core 
That  drops  from  her  difeafe , that  marters  from  her  fore. 


4* 

Tbink’d  thou  that  paunch , that  burlyes  out  thy  coat , 
Is  thriving  fat  5 or  flelh  , that  feems  fo  brawny  ? 
Thy  paunch  is  dropfied  and  thy  cheeks  are  bloat } 
thy  lips  are  white , and  thy  complexion  tawny  *, 


# 


1 


Thy 
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Thy  skin’s  a bladder  blown  with  watry  tumors ; 

Thy  flefh  a trembling  bog,  a quagmire  full  of  humours. 

$•  ? ' 

And  than  whofe  thrivelefs  hands,  are  ever  (training 
Earths  fluent  breafts  into  an  empry  fitve , 

That  always  haft , yet  always  arr  complaining  , 

And  whin’ft  for  more  than  Earth  has  power  ro  give  ; 
Whofe  rreafure  flows  and  flees  away  as  &ft \ 

That  ever  haft*  and  haft,  yet  haft  not  what  thou  haft : 

/ i i < * .*  i i 

' - t,  • , . 

-•  .» I ~ * ' z1 

6. 

Go  choofe  a fubftance , Fool , that  will  remain 
Within  the  limits  of  thy  leaking  meafure : 

Or  elfc  go  feek  an  urn  that  will  retain 
The  liquid  body  of  thy  flipp’ry  treafure : 

Alas , bow  poorly  are  thy  labours  crown’d  ? 

Thy  liquor’s  never  fwcec , nor  yet  thy  veflel  found. 

7- 

What  lefs , than  Fool , is  man , to  prog  and  plot , 

And  lavifh  out  the  cream  of  all  his  care  , 

To  gain  poor  fceming  goods , which  being  got  , 

Make  firm  poflelfion  but  a thorow-fare  *, 

Or , if  they  ftay  , they  furrow  thoughts  the  deeper: 
And  being  kept  with  care,  they  lofe  their  careful  keeper. 


S.  GREG. 


Emblmes ♦ 


5* 


Book  I. 

S.  GREG.  Horn.  3.  fecund,  parte  Ezech. 

jf  we  give  Pore  to  the  jfefbthan  we  ought , we  nourijh  an 
turn y ij  we  give  not  to  her  neceffity  what  we  ought , we  de* 
ftroj  a Citizen  : the  fiefh  is  to  he  fatisfied  fo  far  as  fuffices  to 
our  good  , whofoever  alioweth  jo  much  to  her  as  to  make  htr 
frond  , \noweth  not  how  to  be  fatisfied  : to  be  fatisfied  is  cl 
great  an  * left  by  the  fatiety  of  the  flefh  we  break,  jorth  into 
the  iniquity  of  her  folly. 

HUGO  de  anima. 

The  heart  is  a fmall  thing  , but  dtfireth  great  matters.  It 
is  not  fufficitnt  for  a hjtes  dinner , yet  the  whole  world  is  not 
fujjicient  for  it. 


£PIG.  12. 

What  makes  thee,  Fool,  fofat?  Fool,  thee  fo  bare  ? 
Ye  fuck  the  felf  fame  milk , the  felf*fame  air : 

No  mean  betwixr  all  paunch,  and  skin,  and  bone  ? 
The  mean’s  a virtue,  and  the  world  has  none. 
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love  darfaefj  rather  than  light , becaufc 
their  deeds  are  Evil.  ' * j- 
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LOrd  , when  we  leave  the  world  and  come  to  thee  5 
How  dull,  how  flug  are  we ! rr;  . 

How  backward  ! how  prepofterous  is  the  motion 
Of  our  ungain  devotion ! 

Our  thoughts  are  Milftones , and  ourSouIs  are  lead, 

And  our  defires  are  dead  .*  > . a r . 

Our  vows  are  fairly  promis’d  , faintly  paid  ; ;• 

Or  broken  or  not  made: 

Our  better  work  ( if  any  good  ) attends 
Upon  our  private  ends : 

In  whofe  performance  one  poor  worldly  feoff 
Foils  us  or  beats  us  off; 

If  thy  fharp  fcourge  find  out  fomefecret  fault, 

We  grumble  or  revolt. 

And  if  thy  gentle  hand  forbear  , we  ffray, 

Or  idly  lofe  the  way. 

b the  road  fair  ? we  loyter : clogg’d  with  mire  ? 

We  ftick  orelfe  retire: 

A Iamb  appears  a Lion  ; and  we  fear , 

Each  bufh  we  fee’s  a bear. 

VVhen  our  dull  Souls  dired  our  thoughts  to  thee , 

The  foft-pac  d fnail  is  not  fo  flow  as  we : 

But  at  Earth  we  dart  our  wing’d  defire , 

we  burn , we  burn  like  fire. 

*-ike  as  the  am’rous  needle  joyes  to  bend 
To  her  magnetick  friend  : 


Or 
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Or  as  the  greedy  Lovers  Eye  balls  fly 

At  his  fair  Miflrifs  Eye : 

So > fo  we  cling  to  Earth  j we  fly  and  puff , 

Yet  flie  not  faft  enough. 

If  pleafure  becken  with  her  balmy  hand  , 

Her  beck’s  a ftrong  command : 

If  honour  call  us  with  a courtly  breath  , 

An  hour’s  delay  is  Death  : 

If  profits  golden  finger’d  charms  enveigles. 

We  clip  more  fwift  than  Eagles : 

let  Aufler  weep  or  bluft’ring  Boreas  rore 
Till  Eyes  or  lungs  be  fore  : 

Let  Neptune  fwell  until  his  dropfy  fides 
Burft  into  broken  tides  .* 

Nor  threatning  Rocks,  nor  Winds,  nor  Waves,  nor  Fire , 
Can  curb  our  fierce  defire  *, 

Nor  Fire,  nor  Rocks , can  ftop  our  furious  minds , 

Nor  Waves , nor  Winds : 

How  faft  and  fearlefs  do  our  foot-fteps  flee  ; 

The  light-foot  Roe-buck’s  not  fo  fwift , as  we. 
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S.  A U G U S T.  fup.  Pfal.  64. 

7 wo  feveral  lovers  built  two  feveral  Cities ; the  love  of  God. 
buildetb  a Jtrufalem  *,  the  love  of  the  world  buildeth  a Baby- 
lon : Let  every  one  enquire  of  himfelj  what  he  loveth  % and  hi 
l hall  re/olve  bimfelf  oj  whence  he  is  a C itixen. 

S.  AUGUST,  lib.  3.  ConfclT. 

All  things  are  driven  by  their  own  weight , and  tend  to  their 
own  center  * my  weight  is  my  love  j by  that  lam  driven  whi- 
ther joever  l am  driven . 

Ibidem. 

lord , be  loveth  thee  lefs , that  loveth  any  thing  with  thee  * 
which  be  loveth  not  for  thee. 


EPIG.  13. 

lord  ^ fcourge  my  Afs  if  (he  fhould  make  no  haft > 
And  curb  my  Stag , if  he  fhould  fly  too  fad . 

If  he  be  over  fwife , or  fhe  prove  idle , 
let  tare  lend  him  a fpur  > Fear,  her  a bridle. 
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I 

PSALM  13.  3. 

* 

* 

Lighten  mine  Eyes  , 0 Lord . left  I fteep  the 
fleep  of  death. 


\\J H’t ne’r  be  morning ? Will  that  promis’d  Light 
V V Ne’r  break,  and  clear  thofe  clouds  of  Night  ? 
Sweet  Phofyber,  bring  the  Day, 
whofe  conqu’ring  ray 

May  chafe  thefe  fogs  5 fweet  Pkofpbtr , bring  the  Day. 


How  long ! how  long  fhall  thefe  benighted  Eyes 
Languifh  in  (hades , like  feeble  flies 
Expecting  Spring  ? How  long  fhall  darknefs  foyl 
The  face  of  Earth  , and  thus  beguile 
Our  Souls  of  fprightful  action  ? when,  when  will  day 
Begin  to  dawn , whofe  new  born  ray 
May  gild  the  weather-cocks  of  our  devotion  , 

And  give  our  unfoul’d  Souls  new  motion  ? 

Sweet  Phofphir , bring  the  day  , 

Thy  Light  will  fray 

Thefe  horrid  miffs  ? Sweet  Pbofpher , bring  the  day* 

Let  thofe  have  Night  that  (lightly  love  t’immure 
Their  cloyffer’d  crimes , and  fin  fecure  i 
Let  thofe  have  Night  that  blufti  to  let  men  know 
The  bafenefs  they  ne’r  blufh  to  do : 

Let  thofe  have  Nignt,  dm  love  to  have  a nap 
And  loll  in  Ignorances  lap : 

Let  thofe  whofe  Eyes,  like  Owls,  abhor  the  Light , 
Let  thofe  have  Night  that  love  the  Night : 


Swees 
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Sweet’  Phosphtr  bring  the  day  ; 

How  fad  delay 

Affli&s  dull  hopes  ? Sweet  Phofpber , bring  the  day* 

Alas  ! my  Light  in  vain  expefting  Eyes 
Can  find  no  object  but  what  rife 

From  this  poor  mortal  blaze  , a dy  ing  fpark 
Of  Vulcan' s forge  , whofe  flames  are  Dark  , 

A dangerous , a dull  blue  burning  Light, 

As  Melancholy  as  the  Night : 

Here’s  all  the  Suns  that  glifter  in  the  Sphere 
Of  Earth : Ah  me!  what  comfort’s  here  ? 

Sweet  Pbofpber  bring  the  day  j 
Haile , haffe  away 

t-Ieav’ns  loyt’ring  lamp  j fwcet  Phojpher , bring  the  day. 

Elow , ignorance : O thou , whofe  idle  knee 
Rocks  Earth  into  a Lethargy , 

And  with  thy  footy  fingers  hall  bedighc 

The  Worlds  fair  cheeks,  blow  , blow  thy  fpight ; 

Since  thou  hall  puftour  greater  Taper  •,  do 
Puff  on , and  out  the  leller  too  ; 

If  e’re  that  breath-exiled  flame  return , 

Thou  haft  not  blown , as  it  will  burn  : 

Sweet  Phofphtr  bring  the  day  \ 

Light  will  repay 

The  wrongs  of  Night:  Sweet  Pfofyhar,  bring  the  day. 
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S,  AUGUS  T.  in  Joh.  Ser.  19. 

God  is  all  to  thee : ij  thou  be  hungry  , he  is  bread  *,  if 
tbirfly , he  is  water ; if  in  Darfyiefs,  he  is  Light  5 if  naked  3 

be  is  a robe  of  immortality. 

• # 

ALAN  US  de  conq.  nat. 

God  is  a Light  that  is  never  Darned  j An  unwearied  life 
that  cannot  die ; a Fountain  always  flowing } a garden  of  lije  5 
a feminary  of  wifdom ; a radical  beginning  of  all  goodnefs . 


* 
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;]  My  Soul , if  Ignorance  puff  out  rhis  light , 

She’l  do  a favour  that  intends  a fpight : 

T feems  dark  abroad  ; but  take  this  Light  3way  , 
Thy  windows  will  difcover  break  a day, 
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XV. 

REV.  12.  12. 

The  Devil  is  come  unto  you  , hiving  great 
math , becaufe  he  knomth  that  he  hath  but 
a Jhort  time , 

1. 

LOrd ! can’ll  thou  fee  and  fuffer  ? is  thy  hand 

Still  bound  to  th’  peace  ? Shall  earths  black  Monarch 
A full  pofieflion  of  thy  walled  land  ? 

0,  will  thy  ftumb’ring  vengeance  never  wake , 

Till  full-ag’d  law- refilling  Cuftom  fhake  , 

The  pillars  of  thy  right  by  falfe  command  ? 

Unlock  thy  clouds,  great  Thund’rer,  and  come  down; 
Behold  whofe  Temples  wear  thy  facred  Crown  ; 

Kedrefs,  redrefs  our  wrongs ; revenge,  revenge  thy  own* 

t ■ 

2. 

See  how  the  bold  Ufurper  mounts  the  feat 
Of  Royal  Majefly ; How  overllrawing 
Perils  with  Pleafure , pointing  ev’ry  threat 
With  bugbear  death , by  torments  over-awing 
Thy  frighted  fubjefts ; or  by  favours  drawing 
Their  tempted  hearts  to  his  unjull  retreat: 

Lord  can’ll  thou  be  fo  mild  , and  he  fo  bold  ? 

Or  can  thy  flocks  be  thriving  , when  the  fold 
Is  govern’d  by  a Fox  ? Lord,  can’ll  thou  fee  and  hold  ? 

3- 

That  (wife-  wing’d  Advocate  , that  did  commence 
Our  welcome  fuits  before  the  King  of  Kings , 

E l Thais 
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That  fweet  Embaffadour , that  hurries  hence 
What  ayres  th’  harmonious  Soul  or  fighs  or  fmgs , 

See  how  fhe  flutters  with  her  idle  wings ; 

Her  wings  arc  dipt,  and  Eyes  put  out  by  fenfe  j 
Senfe  conqu’ring  Faith  is  now  grown  blind  and  cold, 
And  bafely  craven’ d , that  in  titties  of  old 
Pid  conquer  Heav’n  it  felf,dowhat  th’  Almighty  could. 

4- 

Behold  how  double  fraud  does  fcourge  and  tear 
Aflraa  s wounded  Tides , plough’d  up,  and  rent 
With  knotted  cords , whofe  fury  has  no  ear ; 

See  how  fhe  flands  a pris’ner  to  be  fent 
A flave  into  eternal  banifhment , 

I know  not  whither  ,0,1  know  not  where  .* 

Her  Patent  mufl  be  canccll’d  in  difgrace: 

And  fweet-lipt  Fraud  , with  her  divided  face, 

Mufl  aft  Aflraas  part , mufl  take  Afirteas  place. 

$• 

Faith's  pinion’s  dipt  1 And  fair  Aftrax  gone  ? 

Quick-feeing  Faith  now  blind  ? And  Juflice  fee  ? 

Has  Juftict  now  found  wings:  and  has  Faith  none? 

What  do  we  here  ? who  would  not  wifh  to  be 
DilTolv’d  from  Earth  , and  with  Ajlraa  flee 
From  this  blind  dungeon  to  that  Sun  bright  Throne? 

Lord  , is  thy  Scepter  lofl  , or  laid  afide  ? 

Is  Hell  broke  loofe  and  all  her  fiends  unried  ? 

Lord  , rife , and  rouze , and  rule , and  crufh  their  furious 

( pride. 
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P E T R.  R A V.  in  Matth. 


7k  Divil  is  the  author  of  Evil , the  Fountain  of  wiefydnefs, 
the  adv  erf  ary  of  the  truth, the  corrupter  of  the  World,  mans  perpetual 
Enemy-,  he  planteth  fnares,  diggeth  ditches,  (purr eth  Bodies,  he 
goadeth  fouls, he  fuggeftetb  thoughts,  belcheth  anger, exp  of  eth  virtues 
to  hatred,  mapetb  vices  beloved,  fow eth  errors , nourifhetb  con- 
tention, difiurbeth  peace,  and  fcattereth  afleftion. 

MACAR. 


Let  tu  fufer  with  thofe  that  fuffer : and  he  crucified  with 
thofethat  are  crucified , that  we  may  be  glorified  with  thofe  that 
art  glorified . 

SAV  ANAR. 

if  there  be  no  Enemy  , no  fight  j if  no  fight,  no  vifiory  i if 
no  viftory , no  crown. 


' f 
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EPIG.  15. 

My  Soul , fit  thou  a patient  looker  on  ; 

Judge  not  the  play  before  the  play  is  done : 

Her  plot  has  many  changes ; Every  day 

Speaks  a new  Scene  5 the  Iaft  ad  crowns  the  Play. 

E4 
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THE 

SECOND  BOOK. 

' « . 

I. 

ISAIAH  50.  ii. 

Ton  that  walk  in  the  Light  of  your  own  fire  5 
and  in  the  fparkj  that  ye  have  kindled , ye 
Jhall  lie  down  in  forrow . 

r. 

DO  , filly  Cupid , fnufT  and  rrim 
Thy  falfe , thy  feeble  Light  > 

And  make  her  felf-confuming  flames  more  bright  *, 

Methinks  fhe  burns  too  dim. 

Is  this  that  fprightly  fire  , 

Whofe  more  than  facred  beams  infpire 
The  ravifht  hearts  of  men  , and  fo  inflame  defire  ? 

2. 

See,  Eoy , how  thy  unthrifty  blaze 
Confumes , how  faft  fhe  wains  ; 

She  fpends  her  felf,  and  her , whofe  wealth  maintains 
Her  weak  , her  idle  rayes . 

Cannot  thy  lufiful  blaft , 

Which  gave  it  luflre  , make  it  lafl  ? ( faft  ? 

What  heart  can  long  be  pleas’d  , where  pie afure  fpends  fo 

3* 

Go . Wanton , place  thy  pale-fac’d  Light 
Where  never  breaking  Day 
intends  to  vifit  mortals , or  difplay 
Thy  fullen  (hades  of  Night : 

Thy  torch  will  burn  more  clear 
In  nights  un-Titan’d  Hemifphere  j 
Heav’ns  fcornful  flames  and  thine  can  never  co-appear. 
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In  vain  thy  bufie  hands  addrefs 
Their  Labour  to  difplay 
Thy  eafie  blaze  within  the  Verge  of  day  \ 

The  grearer  drowns  the  lefs : 

If  Hcav’ns  bright  glory  Thine  , 

Thy  gJim’ring  fparks  muff  needs  refign  j 
Puff  out  heav’ns  glory  then,  or  heav’n  will  work  out  thine. 

. 5- 

Go,  Cupid's  ramtnifh  Pander  , go  , 

Whofe  dull , vvhofc  low  defire 
Can  find  flifficient  warmth  from  Natures  fire , 

Spend  borrow’d  breath  , and  blow  , 

Blow  wind  made  ftrong  with  fpight  i 
When  thou  haft  puff  the  greater  Light, 

Thy  Idler  fparkmay  (bine,  and  warm  the  new-made  Night, 

6. 


Deluded  mortals , tell  me  when 
Your  daring  breath  lias  blown 
Heav’ns  Taper  out , and  you  have  fpcnt  your  own  , 

What  fire  (hall  warm  ye  then  j 
Ah  Fools , perpetual  Night 
Shall  haunt  your  Souls  with  Stygian  fright , 

Where  they  fhall  boil  in  flames,  but  flames  ftiall  bring  no 

( Light. 
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S.  AUGUST. 

Toe  fufficiency  of  my  merit  is  to  l*now  , that  my  merit  is  not 
fujficitnt. 

S.  G R EG.  Mor.  2$. 

By  how  much  the  lefs  man  feeth  himfelf , by  fo  much  the  left 
he  diipleafetb  himfelf  *,  and  by  how  much  the  more  he  feeth  the 
Light  of  Grace , by  fo  much  the  more  he  difdaineth  the  Light  of 
Nature . 

S.  G R E G.  Mor. 

The  Light  of  the  under (l anding , humility  kindleth , and 
pride  cover tth . 


E P I G.  1. 

Tliou  biow’ft  Heav'ns  fire,  the  whil’A  thou  go’d  about, 
Rebellious  fool , in  vain  to  blow  it  out  : 

Thy  folly  adds  confufion  to  rhy  Death  ; 

hkav  ns  fire  confounds,  when  fann’d  with  Follies  breath, 

IL 
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EC  CLES.  4.  8. 

There  is  no  end  of  all  his  labour , neither  is  his 
Eye  fatisfied  with  riches . 

OHow  our  wid’ned  arms  can  over-ftretch 

Their  own  dimenfions  \ How'  our  hands  can  reach 
Beyond  their  diftance  ! How  our  yielding  breaft 
Can  fhrink  to  be  more  full , and  full  pofTeft 
Of  this  inferiour  Orb  ! How  Earth  refin’d 
Can  cling  to  fordid  Earth ! How  kind  to  kind  ! 

We  gape , we  grafp , we  gripe  , and  ftore  to  {lore * 
Enough  requires  too  much  : tqp  much  craves  more , 

We  charge  our  Souls  fo  fore  beyond  their  flint , 

That  we  recoil  or  burfl  : the  bufie  Mint 
Of  our  laborious  thoughts  is  ever  going , 

And  coyning  new  defires j defires  not  knowing 
Where  next  to  pitch , but  like  the  boundlefs  Ocean 
Gain,  and  gain  ground,  and  grow  more  ftrong  by  motion. 
The  pale- fac’d  Lady  of  the  black  ey’d  Night 
Firfl  tips  her  horned  brows  with  eafie  Light , 

W hofe  curious  train  of  fpangled  Nymphs  attire 
Her  next  nights  glory  with  increafing  fire  5 
Each  Evening  adds  more  lufire , and  adorns 
The  growing  beauty  of  her  grafping  horns  : 

She  fucks  and  draws  her  Brothers  golden  (lore  ? 

Until  her  glutted  orb  can  fuck  no  more , 

Ev’n  to  the  Vulture  of  infatiate  minds 

Still  wants  , and  wanting  feeks , and  feeking  finds 

New  fewel  to  increafe  her  rav’nous  fire  , 

The  grave  is  fooner  cloy’d  than  mens  defire  : 

Ve  crofs  the  Seas , and  midfl  her  waves  we  burn  ? 
Tranfporting  lives , perchance  that  n’er  return  7 
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We  fack , we  ranfack  to  the  utmoft  fands 
Of  native  Kingdoms , and  of  foreign  Lands ; 

We  Travel  Sea  and  Soil , we  pry,  we  proul, 

We  progrefs , and  we  prog  from  pole  to  pole  \ 

We  fpend  our  mid-day  fvveat,  our  midnight  oyl , 

We  tire  the  Night  in  thought , the  day  in  toil  : 

We  make  Artfervile,  and  the  Trade  gentile, 

( Yet  both  corrupted  with  ingenious  guile  ) 

To  compafs  Earth  , and  with  her  empty  (lore 
To  fill  our  Arms  and  grafp  one  handful  more  * 

Thus  feeking  reft , our  Labours  never  ceafe , 

But  as  our  years , our  hot  defires  increafe : 

Thus  we  , poor  little  Worlds ! with  bloud  and  fvveat 
In  vain  attempt  to  comprehend  the  great  j 
Thus , in  our  gain  , become  we  gainful  lofers , 

And  what’s  enclos’d,  enclofes  the  enclofers. 

Now  Reader  clofe  thy  Book , and  then  advife : 

Be  wifely  worldly,  be  not  worldly  wife ; 

Let  not  thy  nobler  thoughts  be  always  raking 
The  World’s  bafe  dunghil  \ vermin’s  took  by  taking  : 
Take  heed  thou  truft  not  the  deceitful  lap 
Of  wanton  Dali l ah  j The  World’s  a Trap. 


r 
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HUGO  de anima. 

* t 

Tell  me  where  be  thofe  now , that  fo  lately  loved  and  h/egg'd 
the  World  ? Nothing  remaineth  oj  them  but  Dujl  and  Worms  ; 
Qbfervt  what  thofe  men  were  what  thofe  men  are : They  were 
li{e  thee  j they  did  Eat , Drink Laugh  , and  led  merry 
dates : and  in  a moment  flipt  into  Hell.  Here  thtir  flefh  is  food 
for  Worms } there  their  Souls  are  few  el  for  fire , till  they  fhall  be 
rejoyned  in  an  unhappy  fellowfhip , and  cafl  into  eternal  tor- 
ments ; where  they  that  were  once  companions  in  fin  , fhall  be 
hereafter  partners  in  punifhment. 


E P I G.  2. 

Gripe,  Cupid  , and  gripe  dill,  until  that  wind  * 

That  s pent  before  , find  fecrec  vent  behind  : 

And  when  th’aft  done,  hark  here,  I tell  tlaee  wh  ;c > 
before  Tie  truft  thy  armful,  Fie  truft  that, 

-irr. 
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^ j . I 

* » 

/ 

in. 

JOB  18.  8. 

i ' 

He  if  caft  into  a net  by  his  own  feet  , and 
walketh  upon  a fnare. 


T A 7 Hat?  nets  and  quiver  too  ? what  need  there  alt 
V V Thefe  (lie  devices  to  betray  poor  men  ? 

Die  they  not  faft  enough  when  thoufands  fall 
Before  thy  dart  ? whit  need  thefe  engines  then  ? 

Attend  they  not , and  anfvver  to  thy  call , 

Like  nightly  convoys  where  thou  lift  and  when  ? 

What  needs  a ftratagem  where  ftrength  can  fway  ? 
Or  what  need  ftrength  compel,  where  none  gainfay  ? 
Or  what  need  ftratagem  or  ftrength,  where  hearts  obey  ? 


2. 


Husband  thy  flights:  it  is  but  vain  to  waftc  s 

Hony  on  thofe  that  will  be  catch’d  with  gall : 

Thou  canft  not , ah  1 thou  canft  not  bid  fo  faft 
As  men  obey  : thou  art  more  flow  to  call , 

Than  they  to  come : thou  canft  not  make  fuch  htfft 
To  ftrike  , as  they  being  ft  ruck,  make  hafte  to  fail : 

Go  fave  thy  nets  for  that  rebellious  heart 
That  fcorns  thy  pow’r , and  has  obtain’d  the  art 
T’  avoid  thy  flying  fliaft , to  quench  thy  ft’ry  dart, 

?• 

Left  mortal , how  is  thy  definition  fure  9 
1 1,  Between  two  bawds,  and  both  without  remorfe  I 

F The 
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The  one’s  a Line,  the  t’other  is  a Lure ; 

This  to  entice  thy  Soul  *,  that  to  enforce: 

Way-laid  by  both , how  canfl  thou  ftand  fccure  ? 

That  draws  this  wooes  thee  to  th’cternal  curfe. 

O charming  Tyrant , how  haft  thou  befool’d 
And  (lav’d  poor  man  , that  would  not  if  he  could 
Avoid  thy  line , thy  lure  nay  could  not  if  he  would*. 

* » k 

4- 


Alas  , thyfweet  perfidious  voice  betrayes 
His  wanton  ears  with  thy  Syrenian  baits ; 

Thou  wrapfi  his  Eyes  in  milts , then  boldly  laycs 
Thy  Lethal  gins  before  their  cryrtal  gates  j 
Thou  lock’d;  up  ev’ry  fenfe  with  thy  falfe  keycs , 

All  willing  pris’ners  to  thy  clofe  deceits  .* 

His  Ear  molt  nimble,  where  it  Deaf  (hould  be  , 

His  Eye  moft  Blind  , where  moft  it  ought  to  fee , 
And  when  his  Heart’s  moft  bound  , then  thinks  hiinfcff 

( molt  free 


5- 


Thou  grand  Impoftor , how  haft  thou  obtain’d 
The  wardfhip  of  the  World  ? Are  all  men  turn’d 
Idiots  and  Lunaticks  ? Are  all  retain’d 
Beneath  thy  fervile  bands  ? Is  none  return’d 
To  hts  forgotten  felf?  Has  none  regain’d 
His  fenles }.  Are  their  fenfes  all  adjourn’d  ? 

What  none  dilmift  thy  Court  ? will  no  plump  fee 
Bribe  thy  falfe  fids  to  make  a glad  decree  , 
t unfooi  whom  thou  haft  fool’djand  fet  thy  pris’ners  free? 


S.  BERN. 
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S.  B E R N.  in  Ser. 

In  this  World  is  much  treachery  } little  truth  ; here  all  things 
are  traps : here  every  thing  is  befet  with  fnares  5 here  Souls 
are  endangered  , Bodies  are  affliffed ; here  all  things  are 
nity  and  vexation  of  Spirit » 


> 


tfe 


e 

free 


E P I G.  3. 

*ay>  Cupid  , pitch  thy  trammel , where  thou  pleaie , 

E r {^ou  can^  not  fail  to  take  fuch  fifh  as  thefe  9 
Thy  thriving  fport  will  ne’r  be  fpent:  no  need 
To  fear , when  ev’ry  cork’s  a World  , thou’k  fpeed.  . , 

F a ' IV; 
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IV. 

H O S E A 13.  3. 

/ 

The)  fhall  he  as  the  chaff  that  is  driven  with 
a whirlwind  out  of  the  floor  9 and  as  the 
fmoke  out  of  the  chimney . 

F Lint- hearted  Stoicks , you  , whofe  marble  Eyes 
Contemn  a wrinkle , and  whofe  Souls  defpife 
To  follow  natures  too  affefted  fafhion  , 

Or  travel  in  the  Regent  walk  of  paffion ; 

Whofe  rigid  hearts  difdain  ro  fhrink  at  fears , 

Or  play  at  fall  and  loofe  with  fmiles  and  tears ; 

Come  burft  your  fpleens  with  laughter  to  behold 

A new  found  vanity  , which  daies  of  old 

Ne’r  knew  : a vanity  , that  has  hefet 

The  World  , and  made  more  flaves  than  Mahomet : 

That  has  condemn’d  us  to  the  fervile  yoke 
Of  flavery , and  made  us  flaves  to  fmoke. 

But  flay : why  tax  I thus  our  modern  times , 

For  new-born  follies , and  for  new-born  crimes  ? 

Are  we  foie  guilty , and  the  firft  age  free  ? 

No , they  were  fmok’d  and  Hiv’d  as  well  as  we. 

What’s  fweet-lipt  Honors  blaft,  but  fmoke  ? what's  tranfure 
But  very  fmoke  ? And  what  more  fmoke  than  pleafure  ? 

Alas!  they’re  all  but  fhadows , fumes,  and  blaft s 5 
That  vanifhes , this  fades  , the  other  waftes. 

The  refllefs  Merchant , he  that  loves  to  fteep 
His  brains  in  wealth  , and  laves  his  Soul  to  fleep 
In  bags  of  Bullion , fees  th’  immortal  crown  , 

And  fain  would  mount , but  Ingots  keep  him  down  : 

He  brags  to  day  > perchance , and  begs  to  morrow : 

He  lent  but  now , wants  credit  now  to  borrow } 

F 3 Blow 
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Blow  winds, the  treafure’s  gone, the  merchant's  broke  \ 

A flave  to  Blver’s  but  a flave  to  fmoke. 

Behold  the  Glory-vying  child  of  fame  , 

That  from  deep  wounds  fuck  fuch  an  honour’d  name, 

That  thinks  no  purchafe  worth  the  Bile  of  good  , 

But  what  is  fold  for  fweat  , and  feal’d  with  Blood  ; 

That  for  a point , a blafl  of  empty  breath , 

Undaunted  gazes  in  the  face  of  Death  j 

Whofe  dear  bought  bubble , fill’d  with  vain  renown  , 

Breaks  with  a phillop , or  a Gen’rals  frown  : 

His  Broke- got  Honour  Baggers  with  a Broke  j 
A Have  to  honour  is  a flave  to  fmoke. 

And  that  fond  fool  , which  waBes  his  idle  dayes 
In  Ioofe  delights , and  fports  about  the  blaze 
Of  Cupid' s Candle  \ he  that  daily  fpies 
Tw'in  babies  in  his  MiBrifs  Gemini's  , 

Whereto  his  fad  devotion  does  impart 
The  fweet  burnt- offering  of  a bleeding  heart  .* 

See  , how  his  wings  are  Budg’d  in  Cyprian  fire  , 

Whofe  flames  confume  with  youth  , in  age  expire : 

The  World’s  a bubble  , all  the  pleafures  in  it , 

Like  morning  vapours  vanifh  in  a minute  : 

The  vapours  vanifh , and  the  bubble’s  broke ; 

A flave  to  pleafure  is  a flave  to  fmoke. 

Now , Stoick  , ceafe  thy  laughter , and  repafl 
Thy  pickled  checks  with  tears , and  weep  as  fafl. 
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S.  HIERON. 

That  rich  man  is  gnat , who  thinfyth  not  himfelf, great, hecanfe 
be  is  rich  : the  proud  man  ( who  is  the  poor  man ) braggeth  out- 
wardly, but  beggeth  inwardly : He  is  blown  up, but  not  full . 

PETR.  RAV. 

Vexation  and  anguifh  accompany  riches  and  honour:  the 
pomp  of  the  World,  and  the  favour  of  the  People  are  but  fmo^e : 
and  a blafl  fuddenly  vanishing  : which  if  they  commonly  pleafe, 
commonly  bring  repentance , and  jor  a minute  oj  joy , they  bring 
An  age  of  forrow . , 
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Cupid , thy  diet’s  ft  range : It  dulls , it  rowzes , 

It  cools,  it  heats , it  binds , and  then  it  loofes : 
Dull-fprightly-cold-liot  fool  , if  ev’r  it  winds  thee 
Into  a loofencfs  once , take  heed  , it  binds  thee. 
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V. 

PROV.  23,  5. 

Wilt  thou  fet  thine  eyes  upon  that  which  is 
not  ? for  riches  make  themfelves  wings , 
they  fie  away  as  an  Eagle. 

r. 

FAlfe  Worid , thou  ly’d  : thou  canft  not  lend 
The  lead  delight : 

Thy  favours  cannot  gain  a Friend , 

They  are  fo  (Tight: 

Thy  morning  pleafures  make  an  end 
To  pleafe  at  Night : 

Poor  are  the  wants  that  thou  fupply 'ft  : 

And  yet  thou  vaunt’d  , and  yet  thou  vy’d  ( ly’d. 

With  Heaven  j fond  Earth  thouboads*,  falfe  World  thou 

2. 

Thy  babling  tongue  tek  golden  tales 
Of  endlefs  treafure  i 
Thy  bounty  offers  eafie  fa’es 

Of  lading  plcafure  * 

Thou  ask’d  the  Confcience  what  (he  ails  , 

And  fwear’d  to  eafe  her : 

There’s  none  can  want  Where  thou  fupply'd : 

There’s  none  can  give  where  thou  deny’ft. 

Alas , fond  world  thou  boaftsj  falfe  world  thou  ly’d. 

1. 

What  well  advifed  ear  regards 

What  Earth  can  fay? 

Thy  words  are  gold  , but  thy  rewards 
Arc  painted  clay: 
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Thy  cunning  can  bur  pack  the  cards  : 

Thou  canft  not  play : 

Thy  game  at  iveakeft  ftill  thou  vy’ft  5 
If  feen  , and  then  rcvy’d  , deny’ft  .• 

Thou  art  not  what  thou  fcem’ft : falfe  World,  thou  ly’ftj 


Thy  tinfil  bofome  fcems  a mint , 

Of  new-coin’d  treafurc  ; 

A Paradife  , that  has  no  flint , 

, No  change , no  meafure  *, 

A painted  cask  , but  nothing  in’t , 

Nor  wealth  , nor  plcafure  : 

Vain  Earth ! that  falfly  thus  cotnply’fl 

With  man  : Vain  man  ! tliat  thou  rely’ft 

On  Earth  : Vain  man  thoudo3t’ft ; Vain  Earth  thou  lyTt. 

5* 

What  mean  dull  Souls , in  this  high  meafure 
To  habberdafh 

In  Earths  bafe  wares , whofe  greateft  treafure 
Is  drofs  and  trafh  ? 

The  height  of  whofe  inchanting  pleafure 
Is  but  a flafh  ? 

Are  thefe  the  goods  that  thou  fupply’ft 
Us  mortals  with  ? Are  thefe  the  high’ft  ? 

Can  thefe  bring  cordial  peace  ? falfe  World  thou  ly*f>. 
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PET.  E L E S. 

The  World  is  deceitful  : Her  end  is  doubtful  j Her  conclusion 
is  horrible  *,  her  Judge  is  terrible  •,  and  her  punijhment  is  in- 
tolerable. 

S.  AUGUS  T.  lib.  Confetti 

The  Vain  glory  of  this  World  is  a deceitful  fvnetnefs , a 
fruitlefs  labour  , a perpetual  fear , a dangerom  honour  : Her 
beginning  is  without  providence  , and  her  end  not  without  re- 
pentance* 


V 
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World  , th’art  a Trayror  *,  thou  haft  ftarnpt  thy  bafe 
And  chymick  metal  with  great  Ceiar's  face  , 

And  with  thy  baftard  bullion  thou  haft  barter'd 
tor  wares  of  price  j how  juftly  drawn  and  quarter’d  l 
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' I 

Let  not  him  that  is  deceived , trujl  in  vanity 
for  vanity  Jljall  he  his  recommence* 

s V . \ • 


i, 

BElieve  her  not , her  glafe  djffufes 

Falfe  portraitures : thou  canft  efpig 
No  true  reflection  : She  abufes 
Her  mif-inform’d  beholders  Eye  ; 

Her  Cryftal’s  falfly  fteel’d : it  fcatters 
Deceitful  beams : Believe  her  not , fhe  flattens. 

2. 

This  flaring  mirrour  reprefents 
No  right  proportion  , hue  or  feature 
Her  very  looks  are  complemeuts ; 

They  make  thee  fairer  , goodlier  , greater : 
The  skilfuj  glofs  of  ber  reflexion 
But  paints  the  Context  of  thy  courfe  complexion. 

Were  thy  dimenfion  but  a ftr'vic , 

Nay  vvert  thou  ftatur’d  but  a fpan  , 

Such  as  the  long-bill’d  troops  defi’d  , 

A very  fragment  of  a man  ? 

SheT  make  thee  Mimas  , which  ye  will  , 
The  JovMm  Tyrant , or  th'  Unick  hill. 

2. 

Had  furfets , or  th’  ungracious  Star 
Confpir’d  to  make  one  common  place 


/ 
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Of  all  deformities  that  are 

Within  the  volume  of  thy  face  , 

She’d  lend  thee  favour  fhould  out*tnove 

The Troy-bane  Hdlen , or  the  Queen  of  Love. 

4 

5* 

Were  thy  confum’d  eflare  as  poor 
As  Lii^rus  or  afflicted  Job's : 

Shee’l  change  thy  wants  to  feeming  ftore  , 

And  turn  thy  rags  to  purple  robes; 

Shee’l  make  thy  hide  bound  flank  appear 

As  plump  as  theirs  that  feaft  it  all  the  year. 

^ m.  -* 

Look  off , let  not  thy  Opticks  be 

Abus’d : thou  feed  not  what  thou  fhould’ft : 

Thy  felfs  the  objeft  thou  fhould’ft  fee , 

But  ’tis  thy  fhadow  thou  behold’ft : 

And  fhudows  thrive  the  more  in  ftature  3 

The  nearer  we  approach  the  Light  of  nature. 

i 

7- 

Where  Heav’ns  bright  beams  look  more  direct , 

The  fhadow  fhrinks  as  they  grow  flronger : 

But  when  they  glance  their  fair  afpeft  , 

The  bold- fac’d  fhade  grows  larger,  longer? 

And  when  their  lamp  begins  to  fall , 

Th’  increafing  fhadows  lengthen  moft  of  all. 

8. 

The  Soul  that  feeks  the  noon  of  grace  , 

Shrinks  in , but  fwells  if  grace  retreat ; 

As  Hcav’n  lifts  up  , or  veils  his  face  , 

Our  felf  efteems  grow  lefs  or  great , 

The  leaft  is  greateft  , and  who  fhall 

Appear  the  greateft  are  the  leaft  of  all. 
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HUGO  lib.  de  anima. 

In  Vain  heliftetb  up  the  Eye  of  his  heart  to  behold  his  God , 
who  is  not  fir  ft  rightly  advifed  to  behold  himfelf : Fir  ft , thou 
mu  ft  fee  the  mfible  things  of  thy  fe  If , before  thou  can  ft  be  pre- 
wired to  fyiorv  the  invisible  things  of  God  ; for  if  thou  can(l  not 
apprehend  the  things  rvithin  thee , thou  canft  not  comprehend 
the  things  above  thee : the  befl  Icofing-gluft  ^ vrhtrein  to  fee 
tby  God , is  perfectly  to  fee  thy  ft  If 
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not  deceiv’d  great  Fool ; there  is  no  lofs 
n being  imall  : great  bulks  but  fvvel!  with  drofll. 

Wan  is  heav’ns Mafter  piece:  Jf  it  appear 
ore  great,  the  value’s  iels  j if  lefs , more  deaft 
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DEUTERONOMY  30.  19. 

\ 

1 have  fet  before  thee  Life  and  Death , blejjing 
and  curfing , therefore  choofe  Life  5 that 
thou  and  thy  feed  may  Live . 


THc  World’s  a Floor , whole  fwelling  heaps  retain 
The  mingled  wages  of  the  Ploughmans  toyl; 

The  World’s  a heap , whofe  yet  unwinnowed  grain 
Is  lodg’d  with  chaff  and  buried  in  her  foyl  \ 

All  things  are  mixt , the  ufeful  with  the  vain ; 

The  good  with  bad , the  noble  with  the  vile  5 
The  world’s  an  Ark , wherein  things  pure  and  grofs 
Prefent  their  lofs-ful  gain  , and  gainful  lofs , 

Where  ev’ry  dram  of  gold  contains  a pound  of  drofs* 

2. 

This  furnifh’d  Ark  prefents  the  greedy  view 
With  all  that  Earth  can  give , or  Heav’n  can  add ; 

Here  lading  joyes  *,  here  pleafures  hourly  new , 

And  hourly  fading , may  be  wifh’d  and  had  : 

All  points  of  Honour , counterfeit  and  true  , 

Salute  thy  Soul , and  wealth  both  good  and  bad  : 

Here  maift  thou  open  wide  the  two- leav’d  door 
Of  all  thy  wifhes , to  receive  that  ft  ore 
Which  being  empty  raoft , does  overflow  the  more. 

G Come 
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Come  then  my  Soul , approach  this  Royal  Burfe , 

And  fee  what  wares  our  great  Exchange  retains : 
Come , come  \ here’s  that  fhall  make  a firm  divorce 
Betwixt  thy  wants  and  thee , if  want  complains ; 

No  need  to  fit  in  council  with  thy  purfe , 

Here’s  nothing  good  fhall  coft  more  price  than  pains. 
But  O my  Soul  take  heed  , if  thou  rely 
Upon  thy  faithlefs  Opticks , thou  wilt  buy 
Too  blind  a bargain  : know,  fools  only  trade  by  th’  eye 


4- 


The  worldly  Wifdom  of  the  Foolifh  man 
Is  like  a iieve  , that  does  alone  retain 
The  grofler  fubflance  of  the  worthlefs  bran  : 

But  thou  , my  Soul , let  thy  brave  thoughts  difdain 
So  courfe  a purchafe  , O be  thou  a fan 

To  purge  the  chaff , and  keep  the  winnow’d  grain  : 
Make  clean  thy  thoughts,  and  drefs  thy  mixt  defires, 
Thou  art  Heav’ns  tasker  i and  thy  God  requires, 
The  pureft  of  thy  floor , as  well  as  of  thy  fires. 


5* 


Let  Grace  conduft  thee  to  the  paths  of  peace  , 

And  Wifdom  blefs  thy  Souls  unblemifh’d  waies , 

No  matter  then  , how  fhort  or  long’s  the  leafe  , 

Whofe  date  determines  thy  felf-numbred  dates: 

No  need  to  care  , for  wealths  or  fames  increafe  , 

Nor  Mars_t  his  Palm  ? nor  high  Apollo's  Bayes. 

Lord  , if  thy  gracious  bountie  pleafe  to  fill 
The  floor  of  my  defires , and  teach  me  skill 
To  drefs  and  chufe  the  corn,  take  thofe  the  chaff  that  will 
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S.AUGUST,  lib.  i.  de  Doft.  Chrifli. 

/ 

Temporal  things  more  ravijh  in  the  expectation  than  infrni~ 
tion : but  things  eternal  more  in  the  fruition  than  expectation. 

Ibidem. 

7 he  Life  of  man  is' the  middle  between  Angels  and  beafis  • if 
man  tulles  pleafure  in  carnal  things,he  is  compared  to  beafis ; but 
if  be  delights  in  spiritual  things , he  is  fitted  with  Angels. 


> 


\ 
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Art  Uiou  a Child  ? Thou  wilt  not  then  be  fed  , 
But  like  a Child , atid  with  the  Childrens  bread: 
But  thou  art  fed  with  chaff,  or  corn  undreft : 
My  Soul  thou  favour'll  too  much  of  the  bead. 
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VIII. 


PHILIPPI ANS  3.  19. 

1 ■ - V . ■ , /• / ' ; 1 • 

•V 

They  mind  Earthly  things , but  our  convey * 
fat  ion  is  in  Heaven , 


Divlnt  Cupid. 

VM'W  J Hat  means  this  peevifh  brat  ? Whifh,  lullaby, 

V V What  ails  my  Babe  ? what  ails  my  Babe  to  cry  ? 
Will  nothing  Bill  it  ? Will  it  neither  be 
Pleas’d  with  the  nurfes  bread  nor  Mothers  knee  ? 

What  ails  my  bird  ? What  moves  my  froward  Boy 
To  make  fuch  whimp’ring  faces  *,  Peace , my  joy  : 

Will  nothing  do  ? Come  , come  , this  pettifh  brat , 

Thus  cry  and  brawl , and  cannot  tell  for  what  ? 

Come  bufs  and  friends,  my  Lamb  y whifh  , lullaby » 

What  ails  my  Babe  ? What  ails  my  Babe  to  cry  ? 

Peace  , peace  my  dear  y alas , thy  early  years 
Had  never  faults  to  merit  half  thefe  tears  y 
Come  Smile  upon  me  : Let  thy  Mother  fpie 
Thy  Fathers  image  in  her  babies  Eye ; 

Husband  thefe  guiltlefs  drops  againft  the  rage 
Of  harder  fortunes,  and  the  gripes  of  Age  y 
Thine  Eye’s  not  ripe  for  tears : whifh,  lullaby  y 
What  ails  my  Babe , my  fweet-fac’d  Babe  to  cry  ? 

Look , look , what’s  here  ! A dainty  golden  thing  : 

See  how  the  dancing  bells  turn  round  and  ring 
To  pleafe  my  bantling!  Here’s  a knack  will  breed 
An  hundred  kifles : here’s  a knack  indeed. 

G % Ss 
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So  , now  my  bird  is  white  , and  looks  as  fair 
As  Vetoes  fhoulder , or  my  Milk-white  pair : 

Here’s  right  the  Father’s  fmile,  when  Mars  beguird 

Sick  Venus  of  her  heart , juft  thus  he  fmil’d. 

/ 

Divine  Cupid. 

-{<L  *c  e ^ 1 ^ ; • 

Well  may  they  Smile  alike  thy  bafe-bred  Eoy 
And  his  bafe  fire  had  both  one  caufe,  a toy  : 

How  well  their  fubjefts  and  their  Smiles  agree  ? 

Thy  Cupid  finds  a toy  , and  Mars  found  thee : 

Falfe  Queen  of  beauty  , Queen  of  falfe  delights. 

Thy  knee  prefents  an  Embleme  , that  invites 
Man  to  himfelf , whofe  felf-tranfported  heart 
( Ov’r-whelm’d  with  native  forrovvs , and  the  fmarr 
Of  purchas’d  griefs  ) lies  whining  Night  and  Day, 

Not  knowing  why  , till  heavy- heel’d  delay, 

The  dull-brow’d  Pander  of  defpair , laies  by 
His  leaden  buskings , and  prefents  his  Eye 
With  antick  trifles , which  th’ indulgent  Earth 
Makes  proper  objects  of  mans  childifh  mirth. 

Thefe  be  the  Coyn  that  pafs , the  fweets  that  pleafe  ; 
There’s  nothing  good,  there’s  nothing  great  but  thefe  ; 
Thefe  be  the  Pipes  that  bale-born  minds  dance  after  , 

And  turn  immod’ratc  tears  to  lavifh  laughter  ; 

Whilft  Heav’nly  raptures  pafs  without  regard  j 
Their  firings  areharfh,  and  their  high  ftrains  unheard: 
The  ploughmans  whittle  or  the  trivial  flute 
Find  more  refpeft  titan  great  Apollo's  lute  : 

We’ll  look  to  Heav’n  , and  truft  to  higher  joyes ; 

Let  fwine  Love  husks , and  Children  whine  for  toyes. 
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S.  BERN, 

That  is  the  true  and  chief  joy  , which  is  not  conceived 
from  the  creature , but  received  from  the  Creator,  which  (being 
oncepoffejl  thereof)  none  can  tafe  Jrom  thee : whereto  all  pleafure 
being  compared  is  torment, all  joy  u grief  fweet  things  are  bitter > 
all  glory  is  ba[enefs,aud  all  delectable  things  are.defpicable, 

S.BERN, 

Joy  in  a changeable  fubjeft  mufl  neceffarily  change  as  the 
[abject  changeth. 


EPIG.  8. 

Peace,  childifh  Cupid , peace:  thy  finger’d  Eye 
ut  cries  for  what , in  time  , will  make  thee  cry^: 
zfj  *re  thY  peevifh  vvranglings  thus  appeas’d  ? 

Well  mayft  thou  cry , that  art  fo  poorly  pleas’d. ! 
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IX. 

ISAIAH  10.  3. 

What  will  yon  do  in  the  day  of  your  vifitation  / 
to  whom  will  ye  flie  for  help  .<?  and  when 
willy  oh  leave  your  glory  ? 

1. 

IS  this  that  jolly  God , whofc  Cyprian  bow 
Has  fhot  fo  many  flaming  darts , 

And  made  fo  many  wounded  Beauties  go 
Sadly  perplex’d  with  whimp’ring  hearts  ? 

Is  this  that  Sov’reign  Deity  that  brings 

The  flavifli  World  in  awe , and  flings  ( Kings  ? 
The  blundring  Souls  of  fvvains , and  floops  the  hearts  of 

2. 

What  Circean  charm , what  Hecatean  fpight 
Has  thus  abus’d  the  God  of  Love  ? 

Great  Jove  was  vanquifh’d  by  his  greater  might ; 

( And  who  isftronger-arm’d  than  Jove  ? ) 

Or  has  our  luflful  God  perform’d  a rape  , 

And  ( fearing  Argiu  Eyes  would  fcape  ) 

The  view  of  jealous  Earth  , in  this  prodigious  fhape  l 

3* 

Where  be  thofe  rofie  cheeks,  that  lately  fcorn'd 
The  malice  of  injurious  Fates  ? 

Ah , where’s  that  pearl  Percullis  that  adorn’d 
Thofe  dainty  twodeav’d  Ruby  gates  ? 

Where  be  thofe  killing  Eyes,  that  fo  control’d 
The  World  ? And  locks  that  did  infold 
Like  knots  of  flaming  wire,  like  curies  of  burnifh’d  gold  ? 

No, 
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No , no , *twas  neither  Hecat  an  fpite  , 

Nor  charm  below  , nor  pow’r  above ; 

Twas  neither  Circes  (pell , nor  Stygian  fp’rit , 

That  thus  transform’d  our  God  of  Love  ; 

’Twas  owl  ey’d  Luft  (more  potent  far  than  they  ) 
Whofe  Eyes  and  aftions  hate  the  day  : 

Whom  all  the  world  obferve,  whom  all  the  world  obey. 

<\  >.  v.  ■.  ' ■ 4 ’ 

$• 

See  how  the  latter  Trumpets  dreadful  blaft 
Affrights  ftout  Mars  his  trembling  Son ! 

See , how  he  ftartlcs  1 how  he  ftands  agaft  , 

And  brambles  from  his  melting  Throne  1 
Hark  , how  the  direful  hand  of  vengeance  tears 
The  fwelt’ring  clouds , vvhilft  Heav’n  appears 
A circle  fill'd  with  flame , and  centred  with  his  fears. 


This  is  that  day , whofe  oft  report  hath  worn 
Neglected  tongues  of  Prophets  bare  ; 

The  faithlefs  fub/c&  of  the  worldlings  fcorn , 

The  Summ  of  men  and  Angels  Pray’r : 

This , this  the  day  , whofe  All-difcerning  Light 
Ranfacks  the  fecret  dens  of  Night , 

And  fevers  good  from  bad , true  joyes  from  falfe  delight. 

7- 

You  grov'ling  worldlings , you , whofe  wifdom  trades 

Where  Light  nev’r  (hot  his  golden  ray  ; 

That  hide  your  actions  in  Cimmerian  fhades , 

How  will  your  Eyes  endure  this  Day  ? 

Hills  will  be  Deaf,  and  mountains  will  not  Hear  *, 

There  be  no  caves , nor  corners  there , ( fear. 

/ To  fhade  your  Souls  from  fire,  to  fhieldyour  hearts  from 
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HUGO. 

0 the  extreme  loatbfomnefs  oj  flefoly  luft  , which  not  only  ef-' 
fcminates  the  mind , but  enervates  the  body,  which  not  only  dijiai - 
neth  the  Soul , but  difguifith  the  perfon  ! it  is  ufhered  with  fury 
and  want onnefs‘,  it  is  accompanied  with  flthinefs  and  unclean* 
ntfs  5 and  it  is  followed  with  grief  and  repentance . 


E P I (j.  o. 

7 > / 

What  ? Siveet-fac'd  Cupid,  has  thy  bartard-trealure. 

Thy  boaftcd  honours  and  thv  bold-fac’d  pleafurc 
Perplex’d  thee  now  ? I told  thee  long  ago  , 

To  what  they’d  bring  thee , Fool , To  wit , to  woe . 

X, 


100 


Emblems . 


^^/tnnit  : inane  f>rC’- 


100 


X. 


Book  II* 


Emblems. 


101 


X, 

NAHUM  2.  io. 


i 

She  is  empty  , and  void , and  wafte. 


i. 

She’s  empty  : hark , die  founds,  tlierc’s  nothing  there 
But  noife  to  fill  thy  Ear* 

Thy  vain  enquiry  can  at  length  but  find 
A blad  of  murm’riog  wind  : 

It  is  a cask , that  feems  as  full  as  fair  j 

But  meerly  tunn’d  with  air  5 
Fond  youth,  go  build  thy  hopes  on  better  grounds : 

The  Soul  that  vainly  founds 
Her  joyes  upon  this  World  but  feeds  on  empty  founds. 

2. 

• * 1 

She’s  empty : hark  , file  founds : there’s  nothing  in’c , 

The  fpark-ingend’ring  flint  / 

Shall  fooner  melt , and  harded  raunce  fiiall  fird 
Diflolve  and  quench  thy  third , 

E’re  this  falfe  World  fiiall  dill  thy  ftormy  bread  * 

With  fmocth- fac’d  calms  of  reft  ? 

Thou  mayfl  as  well  expeft  Meridian  Light " 

From  fhades  of  black- mouth’d  Night , 

As  in  this  empty  World  to  find  a full  delight. 

She’s 
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She’s  empty  : hark , fhe  founds ; ’ds  void  and  vaft  j 
What  if  fome  flatt’ring  blaft 

Of  flatuous  honour  fhould  perchance  be  there  , 

And  whifper  in  thine  Bar  ? 

It  is  but  vvinde  , afid  blows  but  where  it  lilt , 

And  vanifheth  like  a milt. 

Poor  honour  Earth  can  give  ! What  gen’rous  mind 
Would  be  fo  bafe  to  bind 

Her  Heav’n-bred  Soul  a Have  to  ferve  a blaft  of  wind? 

4- 

She’s  empty : hark  , fhe  founds : ’tis  but  a ball 
For  Fools  to  play  vvithall : 

The  painted  film  but  of  a ftrongcr  bubble  , 

That’s  lin’d  with  filken  trouble  : 

It  is  a World,  whofe  work  and  recreation 
Is  Vanity  and  vexation  ; 

A Hag,  repair’d  with  vice- complexion  paint , 

A queft-houfe  of  complaint : 

It  is  a faint , a fiend,  vvorfe  fiend,  when  moft  a faint. 

She’s  empty  : hark  , Hie  founds : ’tis  Vain  and  void, 
What’s  here  to  be  enjoy’d 

But  grief  and  ficknefs , and  large  bills  of  forrow  , 

Drawn  now , and  crofs’d  to  morrow  ? 

Or  what  are  men  , but  puffs  of  dying  breath , 

Reviv’d  with  living  Death  ? 

Fond  lad  , O build  thy  hopes  on  furer  grounds 
Than  what  dull  flefh  propounds : 

Truft  not  this  hollow  world,  (he’s  empty  : hark,  fhe  foundSo 
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S.  CHRYS.  in  F.p,  ad  Heb. 

Contemn  riches , and  thou  fljalt  be  rich  j contemn  glory  and 
thou  (halt  be  glorious  j contemn  injuries , and  thou  [halt  be  a, 
conqueror ; contemn  reft  , and  thou  [halt  gain  reft  ; contemn 
Earth , ftow  [halt  find  Heaven . 

H IIGO  lib.  de  Vanit.  nuindi, 

7/jf  world  is  a vanity  which  affordeth  neither  beauty  to  the 
amorous , nor  reward  to  the  laborious  , flor  encouragement  to 
the  indnftrious . 


# 


£ P I G.  io* 


/ 


This  Houfe  is  to  be  let  for  life  or  years ; 

Her  rent  i&  forrow  , and  her  Income  rears : 

Cupid , ’thas  long  flood  void-,  her  bills  make  known, 
She  muft  be  dearly  let  \ or  let  alone. 
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MATTH.  7.  14. 
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> ^»r  » »«r*  * ’ / V 

Ndrrfln?  the  way  that  leadeth  unto  life  2 
and  few  there  be  that  find  it. 

' 1 1 ~ } 1 * \ f 5 * f I 

' • '!  • *0  : • L.  . 

PRepofl’rous  Fool , thou  troul’ft  amifs ; 

Thou  err ’ft;  that’s  not  the  way  , ’tis  this.; 

Thy  hopes  inftrufted  by  thine  Eye  , 

Make  thee  appear  more  near  than  I ; 

My  floor  is  not  To  flat , fo  fine  , 

And  has  more  obvious  rubs  than  thine  : 

Tis  true  my  way  is  hard  and  ftrait , 

And  leads  me  through  a thorny  gate  ; 

Whofe  rankling  pricks  are  (harp  and  fell  j 
The  Common  vv^y  to  Heav’n’s  by  Hell : 

Tis  true  ; thy  path  is  fhort  and  fair  „ 

And  free  from  rubs : Ah  , Fool  beware  , 

The  fafeft  road’s  not  always  ev’n ; 

The  way  to  Hell’s  a feeming  Heav’n  ; 

Think’lt  thou  the  Crown  of  Glory’s  had! 

With  idle  eafe , fond  Cyprian  lad  ? 

Think’ft  thou , that  mirth , and  vain  delights  ? 
high  feed,  and  fhadow-fhortning  Nights, 

Soft  knees , full  Bones  and  beds  of  down  ? 

Are  proper  Prologues  to  a Crown  ? 

Or  canft  thou  hope  to  come  and  view  3 
Like  profperous  Cafar  , and  fubdue  i 
The  bond  flave  Ufurer  will  trudge 
Infpight  of  Gouts,  .will  turn  a drudge, 

And  ferve  his  Soul- condemning  purfe , 

* Wctcafc  it  with  the  widows  curfe ; 

H 
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And  fhall  the  Crown  of  Glory  ftand 
Not  worth  the  waving  of  an  hand  ? 

The  flefhly  wanton  to  obtain 
His  minute  luft , will  count  it  gain 
To  lole  his  Freedom  , his  Eftate , 

Upon  fo  dear , fo  fweet  a rate  j 
Shall  pleafures  thus  be  priz’d  , and  muft: 
Heav’ns  Palm  be  cheaper  than  a luft  ? 
The  true-bred  fpai  k , to  hoife  his  Name 
Upon  the  waxen  wings  of  Fame, 

Will  fight  undaunted  in  a fioud 
That’s  rais’d  with  brackilh  drops  and  Blood 
And  fhall  the  promis'd  Crown  of  life 
Be  thought  a toy , not  worth  a ftrife  ? 
An  eafic  good  brings  eafie  gains  : 

But  things  of  price  are  bought  with  pains : 
The  pleafing  way  is  not  the  right : 

He  that  would  conquer  Heav’n  muft  fight. 
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S.  HIE  RON.  in  Ep. 

No  Labour  is  hard  , no  time  is  long , wherein  the  glory  of 
Eternity  is  the  mar £ /eve/  at. 

S.  GREG.  lib.  8.  Mor. 

Iht  valour  of  a juft  man  is  to  conquer  the  flefh^  to  contradict 
his  own  -will,  to  quench  the  delights  of  this  prefent  life , to  en- 
dure and  love  the  miferies  of  this  world  for  the  reward  of  a. 
better , to  contemn  the  flatteries  oj  projperity  , and  inwardly 
to  overcome  the  fears  of  adverfity . 
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EPIG.  it. 

) Cupid , if  thy  fmoother  way  were  right , 
rhould  miftruft  this  Crown  were  counterfeit  s 
he  way’s  not  eafie  where  the  Prize  is  great : 
hope  no  virtues  > where  I fmell  no  fweat. 
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XII. 


GALAT.  6.  14. 

God  forbid  that  1 Jhould  glory  5 fave  in  the 


1. 


CAn  nothing  fettle  my  uncertain  breaft  , 

And  fix  my  rambling  Love  ? 

Can  my  affeftions  find  out  nothing  heft  ? 

But  ftill  and  ftill  remove  ? 

Has  Earth  no  Mercy  ? will  no  Ark  of  reft 
Receive  my  reftlefs  Dove  ? 

Is  there  no  good , than  which  there’s  nothing  higher  , 
To  blefs  my  full  defire 

With  joyes  that  never  change,  with  joyes  that  ne’r  expire. 


2. 

♦ 


I wanted  wealth : and  at  my  dear  requeft  , 


Earth  lent  a quick  fupply  j 
I wanted  mirth  to  charm  my  fallen  breaft  ; 

And  who  more  brisk  than  I ? 

I wanted  fame  to  glorifie  the  reft ; 

My  fame  flew  Eagle-high  ; 

My  joy  not  fully  ripe  , but  all  decay’d  ; 

Wealth  vanifh’d  like  a (hade, 

My  mirth  began  to  flag , my  fame  began  to  fade. 


The  World’s  an  Ocean,  hurried  to  and  fro 
With  ev’ry  blaft  of  paffion; 


Her 
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Her  Iuftful  ftreatns , when  either  ebb  or  flow , 

Are  tides  of  Mans  vexation : 

They  alter  daily  , and  they  daily  grow 
The  worfe  by  alteration : 

The  Earth’s  a caskfull  tunn'd  , yet  wanting  meafure  ; 

Her  precious  Wine  is  pleafure  ; 

Her  yeft  is  honours  puff  ; Her  lees  are  worldly  treafur*. 

' ' ' • T '•  t S 

4- 

v • • 1 

My  truft  is  in  the  Crofs : let  beauty  flag 

Her  loofe,  her  wanton  fail; 

Let  counfnance-gilding  honour  ceafe  to  brag 
In  courtly  terms , and  vail ; 

Let  ditch-bred  wealth  henceforth  forget  to  wag' 

Her  bafe , though  Golden  Tail ; 

Falle  beauties  cotiqueff  is  but  real  lofs  , 

And  wealth  , but  Golden  drofs  ; 

Eefl  honour’s  but  a blaft  : my  truft  is  in  the  Crofs,. 

$• 

My  truft  is  in  the  Crols : There  lies  my  reft  ; 

My  fall,  my  foie  delight.* 

1% cold- mouth’d  Boreas,  or  the  hot  mouth’d  Eaft 
Blow  till  they  burft  with  fpight : 

Let  Earth  and  Hell  confpire  their  worfl, their  beft, 

And  joyn  their  twiffed  might ; 

Let  fhowrs  of  thunder-bolts  dart  down, and  wound  me 
And  troops  of  Friends  furround  me  , 

All  this  may  well  confront  ; all  this  fhall  ne’r  confound  me# 


s.  august. 
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ChriB's  Crofs  is  the  Chrifcrofs  of  all  our  happinefs  : It  deli- 
vers us  from  all  blindnefs  of  error , and  enriches  our  dar^nefs 
with  light  *,  It  rejloretb  the  troubled  Soul  to  refl ; it  bringeth 
Br angers  to  Gods  acquaintance ; It  mal^eth  remote  foreigners 
near  neighbours ; It  cutteth  off  difcord ; concludeth  a league  of 
ever  lifting  peace  > and  is  the  bounteous  author  of  all  good . 

S.  BERN,  in  Ser.  de  refur. 

We  find  glory  in  the  crofs  ; to  us  that  are  faved , it  is  the 
power  of  God , and  the  fulnefs  of  all  virtues . 
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EPIG.  12. 

I follow’d  reft  , reft  fled  and  foon  forfook  me; 
I ran  from  grief , grief  ran  and  overtook  me* 
What  fhall  I do  ? left  I be  too  much  toft 
On  worldly  croiTes , Lord  , let  me  be  croft* 

H4 
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XIII. 

PR  O V.  2 6.  11. 

As  a Dog  returneth  to  his  vomit , Jo  a Fool 
returneth  to  his  folly. 


01  am  wounded  ! and  my  wounds  do  fmart 
Beyond  my  patience , or  great  cbtrons  art; 

1 yield , I yield  ; rhe  day , the  Palm  is  thine ; 

Thv  bow’s  mere  true ; thy  (haft’s  more  fierce  than  mine. 
Hold  , hold , O hold  thy  conq’ring  hand.  What  need 
To  tend  more  darts  ? the  firft  has  done  the  deed : 

Oft  have  we  ftruggled  , when  our  equal  Arms 
Shot  equal  fhafts,  infli&ed  equal  harms  ? 

But  this  exceeds , and  with  her  flaming  head , 

Tvvy-fork’d  with  Death,  has  ftruck  my  confcience  Dead. 

But  muft  I die  ? Ah  me  ! if  that  were  all  , 

Then  , then  I’d  flroke  my  bleeding  wounds  and  call 

This  dart  a Cordial , ana  with  joy  endure 

Thefe  harfh  ingredients , where  my  griefs  my  cure. 

But  fomething  whifpersin  my  dying  Ear, 

There  is  an  after-day  ; which  day  I fear  : 

The  (lender  debt  to  Nature’s  quickly  paid, 

Difcharg’d  perchance  with  greater  eafe  than  made  ; 

But  if  that  pale-fac’d  Sergeant  make  arreft, 

Ten  thoufand  a&ions  would  ( whereof  the  leaft 
Is  more  than  all  this  lower  World  can  bail ) 

Be  entred  , and  condemn  me  to  the  jail 
Of  Stygian  darknefs  bound  in  red  hot  chains. 

And  grip’d  with  tortures  worfe  than  Titian  pains. 

Farewel  my  vain , Farewel  my  loofe  delights ; 

Farewel  my  rambling  dayes , my  revTing  Nights ; 

*Twas 
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’Twas  you  betray’d  me  firft , and  when  ye  found 
My  Soul  advantage,  gave  my  Soul  the  wound  : 

Farewel  my  bullion  gods , whofe  fovereign  looks 
So  often  catch’d  me  with  their  Golden  Hooks : 

Go  feek  another  Have  $ ye  muft  all  go  , 

....  ’ I cannot  ferve  my  God  and  Bullion  too. 

. Farewel  falfe  honour  ; you  , whofe  airy  wings 
Did  mounr  my  Soul  above  the  thrones  of  Kings  j 
Then  flatter’d  me  , took  pet  , and  in  difdain  , . 

Nipt  my  green  buds  \ then  kick’d  me  down  again: 

Farewel  my  bovv  ; Farewel  my  Gvprian  Quiver j 
Farewel  dear  World,  Farevvel  dear  World  for  ever • 

O , but  this  moil  delicious  World  , how  fweet 
Her  pleafures  relifli!  Ah  ! /How  jump  they  meet 
The  graiping  Soul  , and  with  their  iprightly  fire  , 

Revive , and  raife:,  iand  rowze  the  wrapt  defire ! 

For  ever  ? O , ^o  part  fo  long  ? what  ? never 
Meet  more  ? another  Year , and  then  for  ever: 

Too  quick  refolves  do  refolution  wrong  ; 

What , part  fo  foon  , to  be  divorc’d  fo  long  ? 

Things  to  be  done  are  long  to  be  debated 
Heav’n  is  not  day1  d , Repentance  is  not  dated. 

' ‘ • A . '.i  ■ . ' ! •.  d • M * f i . • . ."|/1 
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S.  AUGUST,  lib,  de  util.  agen.  poen. 

Go  up  my  Soul  into  the  tribunal  oj  thy  Confcience : there  fet 
thy  guilty  ftif  before  thy  felj : Hide  not  thy  / elf  behind  thy 
[elf , led  God  bring  thee  forth  before  thy  felf. 

S.  A U G U S T.  in  Soliloq. 

In  vain  is  that  wajhing  , where  the  next  fin  defileth : Hi 
hath  ill  repented , whole  [ms  are  repeated  : that  Stomach  is  the 
worfejor  vomiting  , that  lic\eth  up  his  vomit • 

ANSELM. 

God  hath  promifed  pardom  to  him  that  repenteth  , but  he  that 
not  promifed  repentance  to  him  that  finneth. 


EPI  G.  13. 

Brain-wounded  Cupid , had  this  hafty  dart , 

As  it  hath  prick’d  thy  fancy , pierc’d  thy  heart , 

*T  had  been  thy  friend  : O how  hathr  it  deceiv’d  thee  ! 

For  had  this  dart  but  kill’d  , this  dart  had  fav’d  thee. 

XIV. 
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XIV. 

PROV.  24.  1 6, 

A juft  man  falleth  feven  times , and  rifcth  up 

again , but  the  wicked  fh  all  fall  into  mifchtef 

* * 

\ 

1. 

vl.  ' »fr'  ' • v ■; 

»fT*Is  but  a f oil  at  beft  , and  that’s  the  moft 
Your  skill  can  boaft: 

My  flipp’ry  footing  fail’d  me  ; and  you  tript 
Juft  as  I dipt : 

My  wanton  weaknefs  did  her  (elf  betray  /• 

With  too  much  play: 

I was  too  bold  , He  never  yet  ftood  fure  ; 

That  ftands  fecure: 

Who  ever  trufted  to  his  native  ftrength  , 

But  fell  at  length?  ”'v 

The  title’s  craz’d  , the  tenure  is  not  good  , 

That  claims  by  th’  evidence  of  flefh  and  Blood. 

2«  • * . . r - 

Boaft  not  thy  skill , the  righteous  man  falls  oft , 

Yet  falls  but  foft:; 

There  may  be  dirt  to  mire  him  , but  no  Stones 
To  crufh  his  Bones  : 

What  if  he  ftaggers  ? Nay  , put  cafe  he  be 
Foil’d  01  his  knee  ? 

That  very  knee  will  bend  to  Heav’n , and  woo 
For  Mercy  too : 

The  true-bred  Gamefter  ups  a frefh  , and  then 
Falls  to’t  agen  j 

Whereas  the  leaden-hearted  coward  lies , 

And  yields  his  conquer’d  life , or  craven’d  dies. 

Boaft 
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Boaft  not  thy  Conqueft , thou  that  ev’ry  hour 
FalFft  ten  times  lower , 

Nay,  haft  not  pow’r  to  rife,  if  not,  in  cafe, 

To  fall  more  bafe  : 

Thou  wallow ’ft  where  I flip  •,  and  thou  doft  tumble. 
Where  I but  ftumble  : 

Thou  glory’ft  in  thy  flav’ries  dirty  badges , 

And  fall’ft  for  wages : 

Sowr  grief  and  fad  repentance  fcovvrs  and  clears 
My  ftains  with  tears  : 

Thy  falling  keeps  thy  falling  ftill  in  ure ; 

But  when  I flip  , I ft  and  the  more  fecure. 


Lord  , what  a nothing  is  this  little  fpan. 

We  call  a Man  ! 

What  fenny  trafh  maintains  the  fmoth’ring  fires 
Of  his  defires!  , 

How  flight  and  fhort  are  his  refolves  at  longeft. 

How  weak  at  ftrongeft! 

O if  a (inner  held  by  that  faft  hand  , 

Can  hardly  ftand  ; 

Good  God!  in  what  a defp’rate  cafe  are  they. 

That  haye  no  ftay ! 

Mans  ftate  implies  a neceflary  curfe ; 

When  not  himfelf,  he’s  mad ; when  moft  himfelf,  he’s  worfe* 
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S.  AMBROS.  in  Ser.  ad  vincula. 

Peter  flood  more  firmly  after  be  had  lamented  his  fall  than  be- 
fore befell . Info  nu;k  that  he  found  more  grace  than  he  loft  grace. 

S.  C H R Y S.  in  Ep.  ad  Heliod.  monach. 

It  is  no  fetch  hainous  matter  to  fall  affUtted,  as  being  down  to 
lie  de jetted,  it  is  no  danger  for  a Soulaier  to  receive  a wound  in 
battel,  but  after  the  wound  received , through  despair  of  recovery 
to  refufe  a remedy  for  we  often  fee  wounded  Champions  wear 
the  palm  at  lafi , and  after  fight , crowned  with  victory. 


t 
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Triumph  not,  Cupid , his  mifchance  doth  (how 
Thy  trade  \ doth  once , what  thou  doft  alwayes  do : 

Brag  not  too  Toon : has  thy  prevailing  hand 

Foil’d  him  ? Ah  Fool , th’  haft  taught  him  how  to  ftand. 

XV. 
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XV. 
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JEREMIAH  32.  40. 

| ; 

1 will  put  fear  in  their  harts  , that  they  (hall 
not  depart  from  me. 

SO,  now  the  Soul’s  fublim’d  : her  fowr  defires 
Are  recalcin’d  in  heaven’s  well  temp’red  fires: 

The  heart  reflor’d  and  purg’d  from  droffie  nature  , 

Now  finds  the.  Freedom  of  a new-born  creature : 

It  lives  another  life , it  breaths  new  breath  * 

It  neither  fears  nor  feels  the  fling  of  Death, 
like  as  the  idle  vagrant  ( having  none  ) 

That  boldly  ’dopts , each  Houfe  he  views,  his  own  5 
Makes  ev’ry  purfe  his  chequer ; and  at  pleafure , 

Walks  forth , and  taxes  all  the  World  like  Ccefir  j . 

At  length  by  vertue  of  a juft  command  , 

His  Tides  are  lent  to  a feverer  hand  ; • 

Whereon  his  Pafs , not  fully  underftood  , 

Is  texted  in  a manufeript  of  Blood  : 

Thus  pafl  from  town  to  town  until  he  come 
A fore  repentant  to  his  native  home  :* 

Ev’n  fo  the  rambling  heart , that  idly  roves 
From  crimes  to  fm  , and  uncontrol’d  removes 
From  lull  to  lull , when  wanton  ftefh  invites 
From  old-worn  pleafures  to  new  choice  delights , 

At  length  corrected  by  the  filial  rod 
Of  his  offended  ( but  his  gracious  God  ) 

And  lafh’d  from  fins  to  fighs  } and  by  degrees , 

From  fighs  to  vows , from  vows  to  bended  knees  *, 

From  bended  knees  to  a true  penfive  bred  } 

From  thence  to  torments , not  by  tongues  expreft  , 

I ' • Returns} 
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Returns ; ( and  from  his  finful  felf  exil’d  ) 

Finds  a glad  Father  , he  a Welcome  Child : 

O then  it  lives ; O then  it  lives  involv'd 
In  fecret  raptures ; pants  to  be  diflolv’d  : 

The  Royal  Off- fpring  of  a fecond  Birth 
Sets  ope  to  Heav’n , and  fhuts  the  doors  to  Earth  : 

If  love-fick  Jove  commanded  clouds  fhould  hap 
To  rain  fuch  fhow’rs  as  quickned  Dunne's  lap : 

Or  Dogs  ( far  kinder  than  their  purple  matter  ) 
Should  lick  his  fores,  he  laughs , nor  weeps  the  fatter. 
If  Earth  ( Heav’ns  rival  ) d2rt  her  idle  ray  : 

To  Heav’n,  ’tis  wax  , and  to  the  World  , ’ds  clay  : 
If  Earth  prtfent  delights , it  (corns  to  draw. 

But  like  the  jet  unrub’d  , difdains  that  ftraw : 

No  hope  deceives  it,  and  no  doubt  divides  it* 

No  grief  difturbs  it , and  no  errour  guides  it  j 
No  guilt  condemns , and  no  folly  fhames  it  5 
No  (loth  befots  it , and  no  luft  enthralls  it  j 
No  fcorn  afflifts  it , and  no  paffion  gawls  it  j 
It  is  a cark’net  of  immortal  life ; 

An  Ark  of  peace  ; the  lifts  of  facred  ftrife  $ 

A purer  piece  of  endlefs  tranfitory  ; 

A fhrine  of  Grace , a little  throne  of  Glory : 

A Heav’n  born  Off- fpring  of  a new-born  birth  5 
An  Earthly  Heav’n  j an  ounce  of  Heav’nly  Earth. 


S.  AUGUST. 
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S.  AUGUST,  de  Spir.  Be  Anima. 

0 happy  heart , where  piety  ajfettetb , where  humility  (ub« 
jttts , where  repentance  corretteth , where  obedience  direfteth  , 
where  ptrftverance  perfetteth>  where  power  protefteth  , where  de- 
votion projeftetb  , where  charity  connettetb. 

S.  GREG. 

which  way  foever  the  heart  turneth  it  [elf  ( if  carefully  ) it 
jhill  commonly  obferve , that  in  thofe  very  things  we  lofe  God  > 
in  thofe  very  things  we  [hall  find  God  : it  (hall  find  the  heat  of 
his  power  in  confideration  of  thofe  things , in  the  love  oj  which 
things  he  was  mofi  cold , and  by  what  things  it  felly  perverted9 
by  thofe  things  it  is  raifed , converted. 


£PIG.  1$, 

My  heart ! but  wherefore  do  I call  thee  fo  ? 

I have  renounc’d  my  int’reft  long  ago: 

When  thou  wert  falfe  and  flefhly  , I was  thine ; 
tyfoe  were  thpu  never  ? till  thou  were  not  mine. 

5 a The 
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THIRD  BOOK 

The  Entertainment . 


ALL  you  whole  better  thoughts  are  newly  born  , 

And  ( rebaptiz’d  with  holy  fire  ) can  (corn 
The  world’s  bafe  trafh  , whofe  necks  difdain  to  bear 
Th’ imperious  yoke  of  Satan  *,  whofe  chaff  ear 
No  wanton  Songs  of  Syrens  can  furprize 
With  falfe  delight } whofe  more  than  Eagle- eyes 
Can  view  the  glorious  flames  of  Gold , and  gaze 
On  glittr’ng  beams  of  honour , and  do  not  daze  $ 

Whofe  Souls  can  fpurn  at  pleafure  , and  deny 
Theloofe  fuggeflions  of  the  flefh  , draw  nigh  : 

And  vou  whofe  am’rous , whofe  feleft  delires 
Would  feel  the  warmth  of  thofc  tranfcendent  fires  , 

Which  (like  the  rifing  Sun  ) put  out  the  Light 
Of  Venus  ftar,  and  turn  her  day  to  Night', 

You  that  would  love  and  have  your  paflions  crown’d 
With  greater  happinefs , than  can  be  found 
In  your  own  wifhes  i you  that  would  afifeft 
Where  neither  fcorn  , nor  guile , nor  difrefpeft 
Shall  wound  your  tortur’d  fouls  j that  would  enjoy, 

Where  neither  want  can  pinch  , nor  fulnefs  cloy, 

Nor  double  doubt  affiifts , nor  bafer  fear 
Unflames  your  courage  in  purfuit,  draw  near  , 

Shake  hands  with  Earth  , and  let  your  Soul  refped 
Her  joyes  no  further , than  her  joyes  reflect 
Upon  her  makers  glory : if  thou  fwim 
In  wealth , fee  him  in  all  j fee  all  in  him  : 

I 3 Sink’ll 
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Sink’ft  thou  in  want , and  is  thy  fmall  crufe  fpent  ? 

See  him  in  want : enjoy  him  in  content : 

Conceiv’ft  him  lodg’d  in  Crof6 , or  loft  in  pain  ? 

In  Pray’r  and  Patience  find  him  out  again  : 

Make  Heav’n  thy  Miftrifs , let  no  change  remove 
Thy  Loyal  heart ; be  fond  ; be  Tick  of  Love  : 

What  if  he  flop  his  Ear , or  knit  hjs  brow  ? 

At  length  he’l  be  as  fond , as  Tick  as  thou  : 

Dart  up  thy  Soul  in  groans : thy  fecret  groan 
Shall  pierce  his  Ear  , fhall  pierce  his  Ear  alone  : 

Part  up  thy  Soul  in  vows:  Thy  facred  vow 
Shall  find  out,  where  Heav’n  alone  fhall  know : 

Dart  up  thy  Soul  in  fighs : Thy  wifp'ring  figh 
Shall  roufe  his  Ears , and  fear  no  liftner  nigh  : 

Send  up  thy  groans , thy  fighs  , thy  clofet-vow  ; 

There’s  none,  there’s  none  fhall  know  but  Heav’n  and  thou : 
Groans  frefh’d  with  vows, and  vows  made  fait  with  tears, 
Unfcale  his  Eyes , and  fcale  his  conquer’d  ears : 

Shoot  up  the  befbme-fhafts  of  thy  defire, 

Feather’d 'with  Faith,  and  double-fork’d  with  fire , 

And  they  will  hit : Fear  not , where  Heav’n  bids  come : 

Heav’n’s  never  deaf,  but  when  man's  heart  is  dumb. 

. * • •:  . 
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I. 


ISAIAH  2 6.  6. 


My  Soul  hath  dejlred  thee  in  the  Night. 

GOod  God  ! what  horrid  darknefs  doth  furround 
My  groping  Soul  \ how  are  my  fenfes  bound 
In  utter Yhades and  muffled  from  the  Light, 

Lurk  in  the  bofom  of  eternal  Night ! 

Thebold-fac’d  Lamp  of  Heav’n  can  fct  and  rife  , 

And  with  his  morning  Glory  fill  the  Eyes 

Of  gazing  mortals ; his  victorious  ray 

Can  chafe  the  fhadows  , and  reftore  the  day  : 

Nights  bafhful  Emprefs , though  fhe  often  wain  , 

As  oft  repents  her  Darknefs , primes  again  5 
And  with  her  circling  horns  doth  re-embrace 
Her  Brothers  wealth , and  orbs  her  Silver  face. 

But  ah  ! my  Sun  deep  fwallow’d  in  his  fall , 

Is  fet  and  cannot  fhine  , nor  rife  at  all : 

My  bankrupt  wain  can  beg  nor  borrow  Light , 

Alas , my  Darknefs  is  perpetual  Night , 

Falls  have  their  rifings , warnings  have  their  primes , 

And  defp’rate  for  rows  wait  their  better  times  j 
Ebbs  have  their  Flouds,  and  Autumns  have  their  Springs  ^ 
All  States  have  changes  hurried  with  the  fwings 
Of  Chance  and  Time , Hill  riding  to  and  fro : 

Terrefirial  Bodies  and  celeftial  too. 

How  often  have  I vainly  grop’d  about , 

With  length’ned  arms  to  find  a pafTage  out , 

That  I might  catch  thofe  beams  mine  Eye  defires , 

And  bathe  my  Soul  in  thofe  celeftial  fires  ? 

Like  as  the  haggard  , cloiftered  in  her  mew , 

To  fcowr  her  downy  robes , and  to  renew 
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Her  broken  flags , preparing  t’overlook 
The  tim’rous  Mallard  ac  the  Aiding  brook  , 

Jets  oft  from  perch  to  perch  5 from  flock  to  ground , 
From  ground  to  window,  thus  furveying  round 
Her  Dove  befeather’d  Prifon , till  ac  length 
( Calling  her  noble  birth  to  mind , and  ftrength 
Whereto  her  wing  was  born  ) her  ragged  beak 
Nipps  off  her  jangling  jefles  , ftrives  to  break 
Her  gingling  fetters , and  begins  to  bate 
At  ev’ry  glimpfe , and  darts  ac  ev’ry  grate : 

Ev’n  fo  my  weary  Soul , that  long  has  bin 
An  Inmate  in  this  Tenement  of  fin  , 

Lock’d  up  by  cloud-brow’d  Errour  , which  invites 
My  cloift’red  thoughts  to  feed  on  black  delights  9 
Now  fcorns  her  fhadows , and  begins  to  dart 
Her  wing’d  defires  at  thee , that  only  art 
The  Sun  fhe  feeks , whofe  rifing  beams  can  fright 
Thefe  duskie  clouds  that  make  fo  Dark  a Night : 

Shine  forth  great  Glory , fhine ; that  I may  fee 
Both  how  to  loath  my  felf , and  honour  Thee : 

But  if  my  weaknefs  force  thee  to  deny 
Thy  flames , yet  lend  the  twilight  of  thine  Eye : 

If  I muft  want  thofe  Beams , I wifh ; yet  grant » 

That  I , at  leaft , may  wifh  thofe  Beams , I wantt 
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S.  AUGUST.  Soliloqu.  cap.  33. 

There  was  a great  dar\cloud  of  vanity  before  mine  Eyes , fo 
that  l could  not  fee  the  Sun  of  Juflice  and  the  Light  0}  Truth  : 
l being  the  Son  of  Darfytefs , was  involved  in  Darknejs : / 
loved  my  Darfyiefs , becaufe  1 fyew  not  thy  Light:  1 was 
Blind , and  loved  my  blindnefs , and  did  walf^from  Dar^nefs 
to  Dartyefs : But  Lord  thou  art  my  God  , who  hafl  led  me  from 
Dnrfytefs  and  the  fhadow  of  Deaths  hajl  called  me  into  thf; 

glorious  Light , and  behold  , / fee, 

T * - s' 
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EPIG.  1. 

My  Soul , chear  up  *,  what  if  the  Night  be  Long  3 
Heav’n  finds  an  Ear  , when  iinners  find  a tongue , 
Thy  tears  are  Morning  fhow’rs : Heav’n  bids  me  fay* 
When  Peter's  Cock  begins  to  Crow,  ’tis  Day. 
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II. 

PSALM  69.  3. 

0 IW,  thou  knomft  my  foolifhnefs , my 

ji»s  are  not  hid  from  thee . 

SEeft  thou  this  fulfotn  Ideot  ? In  what  meafure 
He  feems  tranfported  with  the  antick  pleafure 
Of  childifh  baubles  ? Canft  thou  but  admire 
The  empty  fulnefs  of  his  vain  defire  ? 

Canft  thou  conceive  fuch  poor  delights  as  thefe 
Can  fill  th1  infatiate  Soul  of  man  , or  pleafe 
The  fond  afpefr  of  his  deluded  Eye  ? 

Reader , fuch  very  Fools  are  thou  and  I : 

Falfe  puffs  of  honour  j the  deceitful  ftreams 
Of  wealth  5 tile  idle  , vain  , and  empty  dreams 
Of  pleafure,  are  ourtraffick,  and  enfnare 
Our  Souls , the  threefold  fubjeft  of  our  care : 

We  toil  for  trafh  , we  barter  folid  joyes 
For  aiery  trifles , fell  our  Heav’n  for  toyes : 

We  fnatch  at  barly  grains , whilft  pearls  ftand  by 
Defpis’d  *,  fuch  very  Fools  are  thou  and  I. 

Aim’ft  thou  at  honour  ? does  not  th’  Ideot  (hake  it 
In  his  left  hand  ? fond  man,  ftep  forth  and  take  it : 

Or  vvould’ft  thou  wealth  ? fee  now  the  fool  prefents  thee 
With  a full  bafket , if  fuch  wealth  contents  thee : 

Would’ft  thou  take  pleafure  ? if  the  Fool  unftride 
His  prancing  Stallion  , thou  maift  up  and  ride  : 

Fond  man,  fuch  is  the  pleafure,  wealth  , and  honour 
The  Earth  affords  fuch  Fools , as  dote  upon  her  * 

Such  is  the  game  whereat  Earth’s  ldeots  flie*, 

Such  ideoos , ah ! fuch  Fools  are  thou  and  I : 


Had 
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Had  rebell-man’s  Fool-ha rdinefs  extended 
No  farther  , than  himfelf,  and  there  had  ended 
It  had  been  juft ; but  thus  enrag’d  to  fly 
Upon  the  eternal  Eyes  of  Majefty  , 

And  drag  the  Son  of  Glory  from  the  breft 
Of  his  indulgent  Father ; to  arreft 
His  great  and  facred  Perfon  : in  difgrace  , 

To  fpit  and  fpaul  upon  his  Sun-bright-face  ; 

To  taunt  him  with  bafe  terms ; and  being  bound , , 

To  fcourge  his  foft , his  trembling  fides  \ to  wound 
His  head  with  thorns ; his  heart  with  humane  fears  ; 

His  hands  with  Nails,  and  his  pale  flank  withfpears: 

And  then  to  paddle  in  the  purer  ftream 

Of  his  fpilt  Blood , is  more  , than  moft  extreme  : 

Great  builder  of  mankind  , canft  thou  propound 
All  this  to  thy  bright  Eyes , and  not  confound 
Thy  handy  work  ? O ! Canft  thou  choofe  bur  fee. 

That  mad’ft  the  Eye  ? Can  ought  be  hid  from  thee  ? 

Thou  feeft  our  perfons , Lord , and  not  our  guilt : 

Thou  feeft  not , what  thou  maift , but  what  thou  wilt  i 
The  hand  that  form’d  us  is  enforc’d  to  be 
A Screen  fet  up  betwixt  thy  work  and  thee  : 

Look , look  upon  that  Hand  , and  thou  (halt  fpie 
An  open  wound , a through-fare  for  thine  Eye  > 

Or  if  that  wound  be  clos’d  , that  paffage  be 
Deny'd  between  thy  gracious  Eyes  and  me , 

Yet  view  the  fear  *,  that  fear  will  countermand 
Thy  wrath:  O read  my  Fortune  in  thy  hand. 
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S.  CHRYS.  Horn.  4.  Joan. 

Fcols  fern  to  abound  in  wraith,  when  the y want  all  things  5 
they  [tern  to  enjoy  hartinefs,  when  indeed  they  au  only  woft  mi - 
ferablei  neither  do  they  under  ft  and  that  they  are  deluded  by  their 
fancy , till  they  be  delivered  from  their  folly. 

S.  GREG,  in  Mor. 

By  fo  much  the  more  are  we  inwardly  foolifh , by  how  much 
w ftrive  to  feem  outwardly  wife . 


EPIG.  2. 

Rebellious  Fool , what  has  thy  folly  done  : 

CcatfolFd  thy  God  , and  crucifi’d  his  Son  ? 

How  fweetly  has  the  Lord  of  life  deceiv’d  thee  ? 
ifloufhedd’ft  his  blood, and  thatfhcd  blood  has  fav’d  thee, 

1 1 1. 
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' ' PSALM  6.  2. 

S 1 

Have  Mercy  Lord , upon  me,  for  I am  xveah^ 
0 Lord , heal  me,  for  my  bones  are  vexed . 

.i 

Soul . Jtyw. 

% 

Soul*  A H , Son  of  David,  help : Jtf.  What  finful  crie 
Xm  Implores  the  Son  of  David  ? Soul , It  is  I. 

Jtf.  Who  art  thou  ? Soul.  Oh,  a deeply  wounded  breft 
That’s  heavy  laden  and  would  fain  have  reft. 

Jtfus.  I have  no  feraps , and  dogs  mud  not  be  fed 
Like  houlhold  Children , with  the  Childrens  bread. 

Soul.  True,  Lord:  yet  tolerate  a hungry  whelp 
To  lick  their  crumbs : O Son  of  David , help. 

Jtf.  Poor  Soul,  what  ail’ft  thou  ? Soul.  O I burn,  I fry, 

I cannot  reft , I know  not  where  to  fly.  • 

Tofindfome  eafe  j I turn’d  my  blubber’d  face 
From  man  to  man  j l roll  from  place  to  place 
T’avoid  my  tortures , to  obtain  relief. 

But  ftill  lam  dogg’d  and  haunted  with  my  grief : 

My  mid-night  torments  call  the  fluggifh  Light, 

And  when  the  morning’s  come  , they  woo  the  Night. 

Jtf.  Surceafe  thy  tears,  and  fpeak  thy  free  defires,  (fires. 
So.  Quench,  quench  my  flames,  and  fwage  thefe  fcorching 
Jtf  Canft  thou  believe  , my  hand  can  cure  thy  grief  ? 
Soul.  Lord,  I believe y Lord  , help  my  unbelief. 

Jtf  Hold  forth  thine  arm  and  let  my  fingers  try 
Thy  pulfe ; where  chiefly  doth  thy  torment  lie  ? 

Soul.  From  head  to  foot } it  reigns  in  ev’ry  part , 

But  plays  the  felf-law’d  tyrant  in  my  heart. 

K Jtf- 
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Jef.  Canft  thou  digeft  ? canft  relifh  wholfom  food  ? 
How  Bands  thy  taft  ? Soul.  To  nothing  that  is  good  : 

* All  finfulrrafh,  and  Earths unfav’ry  fluff 
lean  digff , and  relifh  well  enough. 

Jefus.  Is  not  thy  Blood  as  cold  as  hot , by  turns  ? 
Soul.  Cold  to  what’s  good  *,  to  what  is  bad  it  burns! 
Jefus.  How  old’s  thy  grief?  Soul.  I took  it  at  the  fall 
With  Eating  Fruit,  Jejus.  ’Tis  Epidemical: 

Th)  blood’s  infeded  , and  th’  infedion  fprung 
From  a bad  liver:  ’Tis  a feaver  flrong 
And  full  of  death  , unlefs,  with  prefent  fpeed  , 

A vein  be  opened  , thou  muff  die  , or  bleed. 

Soul.  O I am  faint  and  fpent : that  launce  that  fhall 
Let  forth  my  Blood  , lets  forth  my  life  withal : 

My  Soul  wants  cordials , and  has  greater  need 
Of  Blood  , then  ( being  fpent  fo  far  ) to  bleed : 

I faint  already  , if  I bleed,  I dy. 

Jefus.  ’Tis  either  thou  muft  bleed , Tick  Soul  Or  I: 
My  Blood’s  a cordial.  He  that  fucks  my  veins , 

Shall  cieanfe his  own,  and  conquer  greater  pains 
Than  thefe  : chear  up  ; this  precious  Blood  of  mine 
Shall  cure  thy  grief ; my  heart  fhall  bleed  for  thine : 
Believe  and  view  me  with  a faithful  Eye  , 

Thy  Se«l  fhall  neither  languifh , bleed , nor  die. 
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S.  A U G U S T.  lib.  10.  Confeff. 

I 

Lori,  be  merciful  unto  me':  Ah  me : Behold,  I hide  not  my 
•munis:  Thou  art  a Phyfician , and  I am  fie £ ; Thou  art  met. 
lifiil,  and  lam  miferable . 

S.  GRE  G.  in  Paftoral. 

• I % 

oWifdom , with  how  fweet  an  art  doth  thy  nine  and  Oyl 
reslore  health  to  my  healthlefs  Soul  ! How  powerfully  merciful , 
Im  m^cifulti  powerful  art  then  l Powerful  for  me , merciful 
to  me! 


• * ? 1 
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Canft  thou  be  Tick , and  fucli  a Doftor  by  ? 

Thou  canft  not  live , unlefs  thy  Dottor  dy  ! 

Strange  kind  of  grief,  that  finds  no  Med’cine  good 
To  fwage  her  pains , but  the  Phvficians  Blood  ! 
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f 

PSALM  25.  18. 


Look  upon  my  afjli&ion  and  my  pain  , and 
forgive  all  my  Sins . 

BOth  work  and  ftrokes  ? both  lafh  and  labour  too  ? 

What  more  could  Edom  , or  proud  Aftiur  do  ? 

Stripes , after  Stripes ; and  blows  fucceeding  blows  ? 
lord , has  thy  fcourge  no  Mercy , and  my  woes 
No  end  ? my  pains  no  eafe  ? no  intermiflion  ? 

Is  thisthe  ftate  ? is  this  the  fad  condition 

Of  thofe  that  truft  thee  ? will  thy  goodnefs  pleafe 

T’ allow  no  other  favours  ? none  but  thefe? 

Will  not  the  Rhct’rick  of  my  torments  move  ? 

Are  thefe  the  fymptoms , thefe  the  figrt's  of  love  ? 

Is’c  not  enough  , enough  that  I fulfil 
The  toylfome  task  of  thy  laborious  will  ? 

May  not  this  labour  expiate  and  purge 
My  fin  without  the  addition  of  a fcourge  ? 

Look  on  my  cloudy  brow  , how  fail  it  rains 
Sad  fhovversof  fweat , the  fruits  of  fruitlefs  pains : 

Behold  thefe  ridges  fee  what  purple  furrows 
Thy  plough  has  made  •,  O think  upon  thofe  forrows 
That  once  were  thine  *,  wilt  thou  not  be  woo’d 
To  Mercy  by  the  charms  of  fweat  and  Blood  ? 

Canftthcu  forget  that  drowfie  mount , vvherdn 
Thy  dull  Difciples  fleep  , was  not  my  Sin 
There  punifh'd  in  thy  Soul  ? did  not  this  brow 
Then  fweat  in  thine  ? were  not  thofe  drops  enow  ? 

Remember  Golgotha  , where  that  fpi  ing-tide 
. Q’reflow’d  thy  foveraign  Sacramental  fide  : 
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There  was  no  fin , there  was  no  guilt  in  thee  , 

That  caus’d  thofe  pains  ^ thou  fweat’ft,  thou  bledft  for  me, 
Was  there  not  Blood  enough , when  one  fmall  drop 
Had  pow’r  to  ranfom  thoufand  worlds , and  flop 
The  mouth  of  Juflice?  Lord , I bled  before 
In  thy  deep  wounds  5 can  Juitice  challenge  more  ? 

Or  doll  thou  vainly  labour  to  hedge  in 
Thy  Ioffes  from  my  {ides  ? rtiy  Blood  is  thin, 

And  thy  free  bounty  fcorns  fuch  eafie  thrift ; 

No  , no  , thy  Blood  came  not  as  love  but  gift. 

But  muft  I ever  grind  ? And  muff  I earn 
Nothing  but  flripes  ? O wilt  thou  difalcern 
The  reft  thou  gav’lt  ? Hall  thou  perus’d  the  curfe 
, Thou  laid’fl  on  Adams  fall  , and  made  it  worfe? 

Canft  thou  repent  of  Mercy  ? Heav’n  thought  good 
Loft  man  fhould  feed  in  fweat  *,  not  work  in  Blood : 
Why  dolt  thou  wound  th’  already  wounded  bread  ? 

Ah  me  ! my  life  is  but  a pain  at  beft  : 

I am  but  dying  dull : my  day’s  a fpan  ; 

What  plcafure  tak’ft  thou  in  the  Blood  of  Man  ? 

Spare  , fpare  thy  fcourge  , and  be  not  fo  auftere  *, 

Send  fewer  ftroaks,  or  lend  more  ftrength  to  bear. 


S.  EERN. 
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S.  BERN.  Horn.  81.  Cant. 

'Miferable  man ! who  {hall  deliver  me  from  the  reproach  of  this 
fhmeful  bondage  ? 1 am  a miferable  man  but  a free  man  *,  free , 
becauje  a man miferable , becaufe  a fervant.  In  regard  of  my 
bondage,  miferable  in  regard  of  my  will , inexcujable  : For 
my  will,  that  was  free , beflaved  it  felf  to  fin  , by  ajfenting  to 
fin ) for  be  that  committeth  fin  is  the  fervant  to  full 


\ 


E P I G.  4. 

Tax  not  thy  God : Thine  own  defaults  did  urge 
j This  two-fold  punifhment;  the  mill,  the  fcourge. 
Thy  fin’s  the  authour  of  thy  felf-tormcndng  : 

Thou  grind’ll  for  finning  j fcourg’d  for  not  repenting. 
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JOB  io.  9. 

I 

* • • S — -,vv.  • : ✓si  ' .* 

Remember  1 befeech  thee , that  thou  hajl  made 
• me , ^ the  clay , thou  bring  me  to 

dujl  again  .<? 

THus  from  the  bofom  of  the  new  made  Earth 

Poor  man  was  delv’d , and  had  his  unborn  birth  i 
The  iame  the  duff,  the  fell  fame  hand  doth  trim 
The  plant  that  fades , the  bead  that  dies , and  him : 

One  was  their  Sire , one  was  their  common  Mother? 

Plants  are  his  Sifters , and  the  bead  his  Brother, 

The  Elder  too  ; beads  draw  the  felf-fame  breath, 

Wax  old  alike , and  die  the  felf-fame  death  : 

Plants  grow  as  he  , with  fairer  robes  arrai’d  ; 

Alike  they  flourifh.  and  alike  they  fade  : 

The  bead  in  fenfe  exceeds  him  , and  in  growth , 

The  three  ag’d  Oak  doth  thrice  exceed  them  both  ? 

Why  look’d  thou  then  fo  big  , thou  little  fpan 
Of  Earth  ? what  art  thou  more  in  being  man  ? 

I , but  thy  great  Creator  did  infpire 
My  chofen  Earth , with  thy  diviner  fire 
Of  reafon;  gave  me  judgment  and  a will : 

That , to  know  good ; this , to  choofe  good  from  ill : 

He  put  the  reigns  of  pow’r  in  my  free  hand  , 

And  jurifdiftion  over  Sea  and  Land, 

He  gave  me  art  to  lengthen  out  my  Ipan 
Of  life  , and  made  me  all , in  being  man  : 

I , but  thy  pafiion  has  committed  treafon 
Againu  the  facred  perfon  of  thy  reafon  : 

Thy  judgment  is  corrupt , perverfe  thy  will ; 

That  knows  no  good , and  this  makes  choice  of  ill : 
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The  greater  height  fends  down  the  deeper  fall ; 

And  good  declin’d  turns  bad  , turns  world  of  all. 

Say  then  , proud  inch  of  living  Earth  , what  can 
Thy  greatnefs  claim  the  more  in  being  man  ? 

O but  my  Soul  tranfeends  the  pitch  of  nature  , 

Born  up  by  th’  Image  of  her  high  Creator j 
Out- braves  the  life  of  reafon  , and  beats  down 
Her  waxen  wings , kicks  off  her  brazen  crown. 

My  heart’s  a living  Temple  t’  entertain 
The  King  of  Glory  , and  his  glorious  train  : 

How  can  I mend  my  title  then  ? where  can 
Ambition  find  a higher  flile  than  man  ? 

All , but  that  Image  is  defac’d  and  foil’d  ; 

Her  Temple’s  raz’d  , her  Altars  all  defil’d  , 

HervelTels  are  polluted  and  diftain’d 
With  cloathed  lull: , her  ornaments  prophan’d  9 
Her  Oyl-forfaken  lamps , and  tiallovv’d  tapours 
Put  out : her  incer.fe breaths  unfav’ry  vapours: 

Why  fweli’ft  thou  then  fo  big  , thou  little  fpan 
Of  Earth  ? what  art  thou  more  in  being  man  ? 

Eternal  Potter , whofe  bleft  hands  did  lay 
My  courfe  foundation  from  a fod  of  clay  , 

Thou  know’ft  my  flender  vefTel’s  apt  to  leak ; 

Thou  know’ft  my  brittle  temper’s  prone  to  break  j 
Are  my  Bones  brazil , or  my  flefh  of  Oak  1 
O , mend  what  thou  haft  made , what  I have  broke ; 
Look , look  with  gentle  Eyes , and  in  thy  day 
Of  vengeance  , Lord  3 remember  I am  clay. 


S.  AUGUST. 
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Shall  1 asl^,  who  made  me  ? It  was  thou  that  madefl  me , 
without  whom  nothing  was  made : Thou  art  my  mailer  , and 
J thy  worl^  I than^thee , my  Lord  God  , by  whom  I live , 
and  by  whom  all  things  fubfijl , becaufi  thou  madejl  me : I than £ 
thee , 0 my  Potter,  becaufe  thy  bands  have  made  me,  becaufe 
thy  hands  have  formed  me. 


EPIG.  $. 

Why  fwell’d  thou , man , puft  up  with  fame  and  purfe  l 
Th’  art  better  Earth  , but  born  to  dig  the  worfe  .* 

Thou  earn’d:  from  Earth,  to  Earth  thou  mud  return , 

And  art  but  Earth  cad  from  the  Womb  to  th’urn. 
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I have  finned , fhall  I do  unto  thee  3 0 

thou  preferver  of  mtn  3 why  doji  thou  Jet 
me  5 as  a ntark^againji  thee  ? 

LOrd , I have  done  •,  and  Lord , I have  mifdone  5 
’Tis  folly  to  conteft  , to  drive  with  one 
That  is  too  ftrong  * ’tis  folly  to  affai! 

Or  prove  an  arm  , that  will , that  mud  prevail. 

I’ve  done,  I’ve  done  j thefe  trembling  hands  have  thrown 
Their  daring  weapons  down : the  day’s  thine  own  : 

Forbear  to  ftrike  where  thou  had  won  the  field. 

The  palm  , the  palm  is  thine  : I yield  , I yield. 

Thefe  treach’rous  hands  that  were  fo  vainly  bold 
To  try  a thrivelefs  combat , and  to  hold 
Self-wounding  weapons  up  , are  now  extended 
For  Mercy  from  thy  hand  i that  knee  that  bended 
Upon  her  gardlefs  guard  doth  now  repent 
Upon  his  naked  floor , See  both  are  bent , 

And  Cue  for  pity  : O my  ragged  wound 
Is  deep  and  defprate  , it  is  drench’d  and  drown’d 
In  Blood  and  briny  tears : It  doth  begin 
To  flink  without  and  putrefie  within. 

Let  that  vi&orious  hand  that  now  appears 
Juft  in  my  Blood  , prove  gracious  to  my  tears 
Thou  great  prelerver  of  prefumptuous  man. 

What  fhall  I do  ? what  fatisfaSion  can 
Poor  duft  and  afhes  make  ? O if  that  Blocd 
That  yet  remains  unfhed  were  half  as  good 
As  Blood  of  oxen  •,  if  my  Death  might  be 
An  offering  to  atone  my  God  and  me* 
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I would  difdain  injurious  life  and  ftand 
A fuiter  to  be  wounded  from  thy  hand. 

But  may  thy  wrongs  be  meafur’d  by  the  fpan 
Of  life?  or  balanc’d  with  the  Blood  of  Man  ? 

No  , no  , eternal  fin  experts  for  guerdon  , 

Eternal  penance  , or  eternal  pardon  : 

Lay  down  thy  weapons,  turn  thy  wrath  away, 

And  pardon  him  that  hath  no  price  to  pay  ; 

Enlarge  that  Soul , which  bafe  preemption  binds ; 

Thy  juftice  cannot  lofe  what  Mercy  finds : 

0 thou  that  wilt  not  bruife  the  broken  reed  , 

Rub  not  my  fores,  nor  prick  the  wounds  that  bleed. 

Lord , if  the  peevifh  infant  fights  and  flies , 

With  unpar’d  weapons  , ^ at  his  Mothers  Eyes , 

Her  frowns  (half  mixt  with  fmiles)  may  chance  to  fhevv 
An  angry  love- trick  on  his  arm  , or  fo  ; 

Where  if  the  Babe  but  make  a lip  and  cry  , 

Her  heart  begins  to  melt,  and  by  and  by 
She  coaks  his  dewy- cheeks  * her  Babe  fhe  blilTes  , 

And  choaks  her  language  with  a thoufand  kifles  : 

1 am  that  child  *,  Lo  , here  I proflrate  ly  , 

Pleading  for  Mercy  *,  I repent  and  cry 
For  gracious  pardon  : let  thy  gentle  Ears 

Hear  that  in  words , what  Mothers  judge  in  tears : 

See  not  my  frailties , Lord  , but  through  my  fear  , 

And  look  on  ev’ry  trefpafs  through  a tear  : 

Then  calm  thy  anger , and  appear  more  mild  j 
Remember , th’  art  a father , T , a Child. 
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S,  BERN.  Ser.  21.  in  Cant. 

v 

ftlifer able  man ! Whofljall  deliver  me  from  the  reproach  of 
this  fhamefid  bondage  ? I am  a miferable  man  , but  a ft  re  man  : 
Free , becaufe  life  to  God  , miferable , becaufe  again ft  God  : 
0 fetftr  oj  man  find  , why  hast  thou  fel  me  as  a mar  ft  againft 
thee  ? Thou  haft  jet  me , becaufe  thou  haft  not  hindred  me : it 
is  juft  that  thy  Enemy  [hould  be  my  Enemy , and  that  he  who  re - 
pgneth  thee , [hould  repugn  me : I who  am  again ft  thee , am 
againfl  my  felf. 


t 


E P I G.  6. 

mk  form’d , and  fight?  but  born  , and  then  rebel  ? 

How  lmall  a blaft  will  make  a bubble  fwell  ? 

But  dare  the  floor  affront  the  hand  that  laid  it  ? 
v3  apt  is  duft  to  fly  in’s  face  that  made  it. 

VII. 
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VII. 


job  13.  24. 

Wherefore  hi  deft  thou  thy  face , holdefi  me 

for  thine  Enemy  .<? 

"\  dod:  dl0u  fhade^hy  lovcly  face  • ° why 

V V Does  that  eclipfing  hand  fo  long  deny 
The  Sun-fhine  of  my  Soul-enliv’ning  Eye  ? 

Without  that  Light , what  Light  remains  in  me  ? 

Thou  art  my  Life,  my  Way  , my  Light , in  Thee 
I live , I move  , and  by  thy  beams  I fee  : 

Thou  art  my  Life , If  thou  but  turn  away , 

My  life’s  a thoufand  deaths : thou  art  my  Way  i 
Without  thee  , Lord  , I travel  not , but  itray. 

* 

My  Light  thou  art  without  thy  glorious  fight , 

Mine  Eyes  are  darkned  with  perpetual  Night. 

My  God  , thou  art  my  way , my  Lift , my  Light . 

Thou  art  my  Way  *,  I wander , if  thou  flie : 

Thou  art  my  Light  *,  if  hid  how  blind  am  I l 
Thou  art  my  Life } if  thou  withdraw  , I die. 

Mine  Eyes  are  blind  and  dark  i I cannot  fee  , 

To  whom  or  whither  fhould  my  darknefs  flee  , 

But  to  the  Light  ? And  who’s  that  Light  bur  Thee  ? 

My  path  is  loft ; my  wandring  fteps  do  ftray  j 
| cannot  fafely  go  , nor  fafely  ftay 
^hom  fhould  I feek , but  Thee,  my  Path  , my  Way  l 
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O , I am  dead  : to  whom  fhall  I , poor  I , 

Repair  ? to  whom  fhall  my  fad  afhes  fly 
But  Life  ? And  where  is  Life  but  in  thine  Eye? 

And  yet  thou  turn’d  away  thy  face,  and  flied  me  ; 

And  yet  I fuc  for  grace  , and  thou  deny’d  me  $ 

Speak  , art  theu  angry  , Lord  , or  only  try ’ft  me? 

Unskrcen  thofe  heav’nly  lamps , or  tell  me  why 
Thou  fliad’d  thy  face?  perhaps  thou  think’ft  no  Eye 
Can  view  thofe  flames  and  not  drop  down  and  die. 

If  that  be  all,  fhine  forth  and  draw  thee  nigher; 

Let  me  behold  and  die,  for  my  dedre 
Is  Phoenix- like  to  perifli  in  that  fire. 

Death  conquer’d  Lafrus  was  redeem’d  by  thee: 

If  I am  dead  , Lord , fet  deaths  prifoner  free ; 

Am  I more  fpent , or  dink  I worfe  than  he  ? 

If  my  puft  life  be  out , give  leave  to  tine 
My  fhamelefs  fnuff  at  that  bright  Lamp  of  thine  ? 

O what’s  thy  Light  the  lefs  for  lightning  mine  ? 


If  I have  lod  my  Path  , Great  Shepherd  , fay , 
Shall  I dill  wander  in  a doubtful  way  ? 

Lord  , fhall  a Lamp  of  ifr'els  fheepfold  ftray  ? 


1 


Thou  art  the  Pilgrims  Path  , the  blind  mans  Eye ; 
The  dead  mans  Life  -,  on  thee  my  hopes  rely 
- . £if  thou  remove,  I err  j I grope-,  I die. 


Difclofe  thy  Sun  beams-,  clofe  thy  wings , and  day ; 
See  , fee  how  I am  blind , and  dead , and  ftray  , 

O thou  that  art  my  Light  > my  Life , my  Way. 


\ 
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S.  AUGUS  T.  Soliloq.  cap.  i. 

irb y dost  thou  hide  thy  face  ? happily  thou  wilt  fay , none 
can  fee  thy  face  and  live : Ah  Lord , let  me  die , that  i may  fee 
thee j let  me  fee  thee , that  I may  die : I would  not  live , but 
die  j that  1 may  fee  Chrift  , / defire  death  j that  1 may  live 
witbchrifl , I defpife  life. 

ANSELM.  Med.  cap.  $. 

0 excellent  hiding : which  is  become  my  perfection  ! My 
God  thou  hidejl  thy  treafure , to  I^indle  my  defire  5 thou  hidejl 
thy  pearl,  to  inflame  the  feeder',  thou  delay* (t  to  give , that 
thou  maijl  teach  me  to  importune  j feem'fl  not  to  hear , to  make 
me  perfevere . 


E P I G.  7. 

If  heav'ns  all  quickning  Eyes  vouchfafe  to  fhins 
Upon  our  Souls , we  (light  *,  if  not , we  whine  ; 
Our  Equinoctial  hearts  can  never  lie 
Sicure , beneath  the  Tropicks  of  that  Eye. 
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V . 1 

VIII. 


J E R..  9.  1. 

i 

0 that  my  head  rv.rc  waters , and  mine  Eyes 
a Fountain  of  tears  , that  1 might  weep 
D.iy  and  Night. 

OThat  mine  Eyes  were  fprings,and  could  transform 
Their  drops  to  Seas ! my  fighs  into  a ftorm  • 

Of  Zeal , and  lacred  violence  , wherein 
This lab’ring  velTel  laden  with  her  Sin, 

Might  futfet  fudden  fhip wrack  , and  be  fplic 
Upon  that  Rock,  where  my  drench’d  Soul  may  fit 
Orewelm’d  with  plenteous  pafTion  •,  O and  there 
Drop , Drop  , into  an  everlafting  tear  ! 

Ah  me!  that  ev’ry  Hiding  vein  that  wanders 
Through  this  vaft  lHe  , did  work  her  wild  Meanders 
In  brackifh  tears  inftead  of  Blood , and  fwell 
This  flef h with  holy  Dropfies,  from  whofe  Well , 

Made  warm  with  fighs,  may  fume  my  wading  breath, 

Whilft  I diffolve  in  ftreams,  and  reck  to  Death! 

Thefe  narrow  Huces  of  my  dribling  Eyes 

Are  much  xoo  ftreightfor  thofe  quick  fprings  that  rife 

And  hourly  fill  my  Temples  to  the  top 

I cannot  fhed  for  ev’ry  fin  a drop ; 

Great  builder  of  mankind  , why  haft  thou  fent 
Such  fwelling  floods , and  made  fo  fmall  a vent  ? 

0 that  this  flefh  had  been  compos’d  of  Snow  , 

Inftead  of  Earth  j and  Bones  of  Ice  , that  fo , 

L 3 Feeling 
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Feeling  the  fervor  of  my  Sin  ; and  loathing 
The  fire  I feel , I might  be  thaw’d  to  nothing  ! 

O thou  that  didft  , with  hopeful  joy , entomb 
Me  thrice  three  Moons  in  thv  laborious  womb  , 

And  then  with  joyful  pain  , brought’!!  forth  a Son  , 

What  worth  thy  labour  has  thy  labour  done  , 

What  was  there  ? Ah!  what  was  there  in  my  birth 
That  could  deferve  the  eafieft  fmile  of  mirth  ? 

A man  was  born  : alas , and  what’s  a man  ? 

A (cuttle  full  of  duft  , a meafur'd  fpan 
Of  flitting  time  ; a furnifh’d  Pack  , whofe  wares 
Arefullen  Griefs,  and  Soul  tormenting  Cares: 

A vale  of  tears  a veffel  tunn’d  with  breath  , 

By  ficknefs  broacht , to  be  drawn  out  by  Death : 

A haplefs  helplefs  thing  ; that , born  does  cry 
To  feed  , that  feeds  to  live  , that  lives  to  die. 

Great  God  and  Man  , whofe  Eye , fpent  drops  fo  often 
Forme  that  cannot  weep  enough  *,  O foften 
Thele  marble  brains , and  ftrike  this  flinty  rock  > 

Or , if  the  mufick  of  thy  Peters  Cock 

Will  more  prevail , fill , fill  my  hearkning  Ears 

Writh  that  fweet  found , that  I may  melt  in  tears ! 

I cannot  weep  until  thou  broach  mine  Eye  \ 

Or  give  me  vent , or  elfe  I burft , and  die. 


/ 
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S.  A MB  R OS.  in  Pfal.  ng. 

Hi  tint  commits  Sim  to  be  wept  for , cannot  weep  for  Sins 
committed  : And  being  bimfelf  mo  ft  lamentable,  hath  no  tears  to 
lament  his  offences. 

NAZIANZ.  Orat.  3. 

Tears  are  the  deluge  of  Sin,  and  the  worlds  Sacrifice. 

S.  H I E R O N.  in  Efaiam. 

\ 

Prayer  appeafes  God  , but  a tear  compels  him:  that  moves 
him  j but  this  confirains  him. 


/ 
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Earth  is  anlfland  ported  round  with  Fears ; 

The  way  to  Heav’n  is  through  the  Sea  of  tears, 

It  is  a ftormy  paflage  , where  is  found 

The  wrack  of  many  a fhip , but  no  man  drown’d. 

L 4 
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PSALM  1 8.  5.  • 

i 

The  forrovcs  of  htll  compaffed  me  about , and 
the  fnares  of  Death  prevented  me. 

IS  not  this  Type  well  cut  ? in  ev’ry  part 

Full  of  rich  cunning  ? fil’d  with  Zeuxian  Art  ? 

Are  not  the  Hunters , and  their  Stygian  Hounds 
Limm’d  full  to  th’  life  ? Didft  ever  hear  the  founds 
The  Mufick,  and  die  lip  divided  breaths 
Of  the  ftrong  winded  Horn  , Recheats , and  deaths , 

Done  more  exaft  ? Th’  infernal  Nimrods  hollow  ? 

The  lawlefs  purliews  ? and  the  Game  they  follow  ? 

The  hidden  Engines , and  the  fnares  that  lie 
So  undilcover’d , fo  obfecure  to  tlT  Eye  ? 

The  new-drawn  net,  and  her  entangled  Prey  ? 

And  him  that  clofes  it  ? Beholder,  fay, 

1st  not  well  done  ? leems  not  an  em’lous  ftrife 
Betwixt  the  rare  cut  pi&ure  and  the  life? 

Thefe  purliew  men  are  Devils  ? and  the  hounds , 

( Thofe  quick- nos’d  Canibals,  that  fcour  the  grounds) 
Temptations  and  the  Game  the  Fiends  purfue  , 

Are  humane  Souls , which  ft  ill  they  have  in  view; 

Whofe  fury  if  they  chance  to  fcape  , by  flying  , 

The  skilful  Hunter  plants  his  net  clofe  lying 
On  th’  unfufpefied  Earth , baited  with  treafure  , 

Ambitious  honour,  and  felf  wafting  pleafu  re: 

Where  , if  the  Soul  but  ftoop  , death  ftands  prepar’d 
To  draw  the  net,  and  drown  the  Soul’s  enfnar’d, 

Poor 


I 


162  Emblemcs.  Book  Ilf, 

Poor  Soul!  how  art  thou  hurried  to  and  fro  ? 

Where  ernff  thou  fafely  flay  ? where  fafely  go  ? 

If  flay  : thefe  hot  mouth’d  Hounds  are  apt  to  tear  thee, 

If  go : the  inares  enclofe  , the  nets  enfnare  thee  : 

What  good  in  this  bad  World  lias  pow’r  t’invite  thee 
A willing  Gueft  ? wherein  can  Earth  delight  thee  ? 

Here  pleafures  are  but  itch  : Her  wealth  , but  Cares : 

A World  of  Dangers,  and  a World  offnares: 

The  clofe  purfuers  bufie  hands  do  plant 
Snares  in  thy  fubftance  ; Snares  attend  thy  want ; 

Snares  in  thy  credit ; Snares  in  thy  difgrace ; 

Snares  in  thy  high  eflate  Snares  in  thy  bafe  ; 

Snares  tuck  thy  bed  i and  Snares  furround  thy  boord  ; 
Snares  watch  thy  thoughts } and  Snares  attach  thy  word  *, 
Snares  in  thy  quiet*,  Snares  in  thy  commotion  } 

Snares  in  thy  dyet;  Snares  in  thy  devotion  *, 

Snares  lurk  in  thy  refolves Snares  in  thy  doubt, 

Snares  lie  within  thy  heart , and  Snares  without , 

Snares  are  above  rhy  head , and  Snares  beneath  , 

Snares  in  thy  ficknefs , Snares  are  in  thy  death  : 

O , if  thefe  purliews  be  fo  full  of  danger , 

Great  God  of  hearts , the  worlds  foie  fov’raign  Ranger  , 
Preferve  thy  Deer , and  let  my  Sou!  be  bleft 
in  thy  fafe  Forreft , where  I feck  for  refl : 

Then  let  the  Hell-hounds  roar , I fear  no  ill , 

Rouze  me  they  may  , but  have  no  pow’r  to  kill. 
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S.  A M B R O S.  lib.  4.  in  cap.  4.  Lucsc. 

Ihe  reward  of  honours  , the  height  of  power , the  delicacy  of 
Met , and  the  beauty  of  an  harlot  are  the  fnares  of  the  Devil. 

S.  AMBROS.  de  bono  morris. 

Whilfl  thou  feekjft  pleafures , thou  runnejl  into  fnares  , for 
the  Eye  of  the  harlot  is  thejnare  of  the  Adulterer. 

S A V ANAR. 

in  eating  he  fets  before  m Gluttony  *,  in  generation  , luxury  : 
in  labour , fiuggifhnefs  : in  convtrftng , in  governing, 

covetoufnefs : in  correcting  , anger  : in  honour , pride : in  the 
heart,  he  fets  evil  thoughts : in  the  mouth,  evil  words:  in 
actions , evil  worlds : when  awal^e , be  moves  us  to  evil 
dims : when  afleep  , to  filthy  dreams. 
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E P I G.  6. 

Be  fad  , my  Heart , Deep  dangers  wait  thy  mirth: 

Thy  Soul’s  way-laid  by  Sea  , by  Hell , by  Earth  ; 

Hell  has  her  hounds : Earth  , fnares , the  Sea  a flit  If  j 
But  moft  of  all , my  heart , beware  chy  (elf. 
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X. 


PSALM  143.  2. 

Enter  not  into  judgment  with  thy  Servant , 
for  in  thy  fight  full  no  man  living  be 
juftified. 


jflflis. 


Juflict. 


Slaw. 


Jtf  T)  Ring  forth  the  pris’ner,  Juftice.  Ju.  Thy  commands 
iJ  Are  done,  juft  Judge  : See  here  the  pris’ner  Hands. 
Jtj.  What  has  the  pris’ner  done  ? Say*,  what’s  die  cauie 
Of  his  cotnmitrnent  ? Juft.  He  hath  broken  the  laws 
Of  his  too  gracious  God  *,  confpir’d  the  death 
Of  that  great  Majefty  that  gave  him  breath  , 

And  heaps  tranfgreftion  , Lord  , upon  tranfgrefftoR. 

ft  f.  How  know’ft  thou  this  ? Ju.  Ev’n  by  his  own  confcf- 
His  fins  are  crying  *,  and  they  cry’d  aloud  ! ( fion : 

They  cry ’d  to  heav’n,  they  cry’d  to  heav’n  for  Blood. 

Jtf  What  fay  ft  thou  (inner  ? haft  thou  ought  to  plead. 
That  Sentence  fheuid  not  pafs  ? hold  up  thy  head  , 

And  fhevv  thy  brazen  , thy  rebellious  face. 

Sin.  Ah  me ! I dare  not:  I’m  too  vile  and  bafe 
To  tread  upon  the  Earth,  much  more,  to  lift 
Mine  Eyes  to  heav’n  5 I need  no  other  fhrift 
Ilian  mine  own  confidence^  Lord  I muftcor.fefs , 

I am  no  more  than  duft  , and  no  whit  Ids 
Than  my  indictment  ft  lies  me  *,  Ah  , if  theu 
Search  too  fevere , with  too  fevere  a brow  , 

"What  flefh  can  ftand  } I have  tranfgreft  thy  laws ; 

My  merits  plead  thy  vengeance  5 not  my  caufe : 

•j  l.'fr 
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Juft.  Lord  fhall  I firike  the  blow  ? Jef.  Hold,  Juflice > 
Sinner , fpeak  on  j what  halt  thou  more  to  fay  ? (flay ; 

Sin.  Vile  as  I am , and  of  my  felf  abhorr’d , 

T am  thv  handy-work , thy  creature  , Lord , 

Statnpc  with  thy  glorious  Image  , and  at  firft , 

Molt  like  to  thee  , though  now  a poor  accurft 
Convicted  Caitiff,  and  degen’rous  creature. 

Here  trembling  at  thy  bar.  Juft.  Thy  fault’s  the  greater j 
Lord  fhall  I flrike  the  blow?  Jef.  Hold,  Juflice,  flay, 
Speak  firmer  : haft  thou  nothing  more  to  fay  ? 

Sin.  Nothing  but  Mercy,  Mercy  j Lord  my  (late 
Is  miferably  poor  and  defperate  ; 

I quite  renounce  my  felf,  the  World  , and  flee 
From  Lord  to  Jefus  ; from  thy  felf,  to  thee  , 

Juft.  Ceafe  thy  vain  hopes , my  angry  God  has  vow’d ; 
Abufed  Mercy  mufl  have  Blood  for  Blood  : 

Shall  I yet  ftrike  the  blow  ? Jef.  Stay,  Juflice,  hold  j 
My  bowels  yearn  , my  fainting  Blood  grows  cold  , 

To  view  the  trembling  wretch  ? Methinks , I fpie 
My  Fathers  Image  in  the  pris’ners  Eye. 

Juft.  I cannot  hold.  Jef.  Then  turn  thy  thlrfty  blade 
Into  my  f des : let  there  the  wound  be  made: 

Chcar  up,  dear  Soul } redeem  thy  life  with  mine : 

My  Soul  fhall  finarr ; my  heart  fhall  bleed  for  thine. 

Sin  O groundlcfs  deeps  ! O love  beyond  degree! 

TIT  offended  dies , to  fet  th’  offender  free. 


S.  AUGUST. 
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S.  AUGUST. 

Lord,  if  1 have  done  that , for  which  thou  may  eft  damn  me ; 
thou  haft  not  loft  that  whereby  thou  may (l  five  me  : Remember 
not,  [west  jfefus , thy  inflict  against  the  [inner,  but  thy  be- 
nignity  towards  thy  Creature : Remember  not  to  proceed  againft 
a guilty  Soul , but  remember  thy  Mercy  towards  a miftrable 
wretch:  forget  the  infolence  of  the  provoker , and  behold  the 
mifery  of  the  invoker  *,  for  what  is  Jejus  but  a Saviour  ? 

ANSELM. 

Have  refyeff  to  what  thy  Son  hath  done  for  me , and  forge! 
what  my  Sins  have  done  against  thee  : My  jfefh  hath  provoked 
thee  to  vengeance  j Let  the  fle'h  of  chrifl  move  thee  to  Mercy  : 
it  is  much  that  my  rebellions  have  dejerved  ; but  it  is  more  that 
my  Redeemer  bath  merited , 
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Mercy  of, mercies ! He  that  was  my  drudge 
Is  now  niy  Advocate  , is  now  my  judge: 
de Suffers,  pleads,  and fentences , alone: 

Three  I adore  , and  yet  adore  but  One. 

X l 
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XI. 

f 

P S A L M 69.  15. 

Let  not  the  Water- floods  overflow  me , neither 
let  the  deeps  /wallow  me  up. 

T He  World’s  a Sea ; mvflefha  Ship  that’s  man’d 
Wich  laboring  thoughts,  and  fleer’d  bv  regions  hand 
My  Heart’s  the  Sea-mans  Card  , v.  hereby  fire  tails  \ 

My  loofeaffediois  are  the  gr<-a:er  Sails 
The  Top-fail  is  my  Funcie  , and  the  Guffs 
Thar  fill  rhefe  wanton  (he£ts  9 are  worldly  Luffs, 

Pray’ris  the  Cable  , at  whole  end  appear: 

The  Anchor  hope  , nev’r  fiip’d  b:  - n oar  ■'  ars  : 

My  will’s  ch’ unconftant  Pilo:  , ch<--- comments 
The  ftagg’ring  Keel , inv  Sins  are  lik  he  Sands : 

Repentance  is  the  Bucket , and  mine  Eye 

The  Purr  p . unus  d ( but  in  extremes ) and  dry  : 

My  Confidence  is  the  Plummet  that  doth  prefs 
The  deeps , but  feldom  cries,  4 fathom  Ufs  : 

Smooth  Calm’s  fecurity  } the  Gulf,  defpair  \ 

My  Fraught’s  corruption , and  this  Life’s  my  fair : 

My  Soul’s  the  Paffenger,  confus’dly  driv’n 
From  rear  to  fright  j her  landing  Port  is  Heaven. 

My  Seas  are  fformy  , and  my  Ship  doth  leak  } 

My  Sailers  rude  j my  Steers-m.m  faint  and  weak : 

My  Canvas  torn  , it  Haps  from  fide  to  fide  \ 

Mr  Cable’s  crackt,  tny  Anchor’s  night  ly  ty’d  , 

M\  Pilot’s  craz’d  , my  (hipwrack- Sands  are  cloak’d  , 

My  Bucket’s  broken,  and  my  Pump  ischoak’d 
My  Calm’s  deceitful ; and  my  Gulf  too  near  ^ 

M Wares  are  Rubber’d,  and  my  Fare’s  oo  d a:’ : 

M Plummet’s  light , it  cannot  link  nor  found  j 
B *hall  my  Rock-bethrcatned  Soul  be  drown’d  j 

M Lord , 
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Lord  , flill  the  Seas , and  (Field  my  Ship  from  harm  j 
Inflruft  my  Sailours,  guide  my  Stearmans  arm  : 

Touch  thou  tny  Compafs , and  renew  my  Sails , 

Send  f differ  courage  or  fend  milder  gales } 

Make  fhong  my  Cable  bind  my  Anchor  falter  j 
Dire&  my  PHot , and  be  tliou  his  Mafter  ; 

Objeft  the  Sands  to  my  more  ferious  view , 

Make  found  mv  Eucket , bore  my  Putnp  anew  : 

New  calf  my  Plummet , make  it  apt  to  try 
Where  the  Rocks  lurk,  and  where  the  Quick-fands  lie  *, 
Guard  thou  the  Gult  with  love , my  Calms  with  Care  j 
Clcanfe  thou  my  fraught } accept  my  (lender  Fare. 

Refrefh  the  Sea-fick  pallenger  cut  fhort 
His  Voyage  ; land  him  in  his  wifhed  Port : 

Thou  , Thou  , whom  winds  and  flormy  feas  obey , 

That  through  the  deep  gav’ft  grumbling  Ifr’el  way  , 

Say  to  my  Soul , be  lafe  , and  then  mine  Eye 
Shall  fcorn  grim  death  , although  grim  death  (hand  by. 

O thou  whofe  flrength-reviving  Arm  did  cherifh 
Thy  finking  Peter , at  the  point  to  perifh  , 

Reach  forth  thy  hand  , or  bid  me  tread  the  wave , 

I'll  come  , I'll  come  : the  voice  that  calls  will  five. 

\ 
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S.  AMBRO  S’.  Apol.  port,  pro  David.  Cap.  5. 

The  confluence  oflufts  mafys  a great  tempefl,  which  in  this  fea 
till hrbeth  the  fea-jaring  Joul , that  reafon  cannot  govern  it, 

S.  AKGUS  T.  Solilcqu.  Cap.  35. 

we  labour  in  a boyslerous  Sea  : 7 hou  (landefl  upon  the  Jhore 
and  feed  our  dangers : Give  m Grace  to  hold  a middle  courfe 
i betwixt  Scylla  and  Charybdis  , that  both  dangers  efcaped , we 
my  arrive  at  our  Pori  fecure. 


EPIG.  ii. 


My  Soul , the  Teas  are  rougli , and  thou  a ftranger 
In  thefe  falfe  coafts  O keep  aloof-,  there’s  danger : 
Caft  forth  thy  plummet  ; fee  a rock  appears ; 

Thy  (hip  wants  tea-room  make  it  with  thy  tears. 
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XII. 

JOB  14.  13. 

Othat  thourvonldjl  hide  me  in  the  grave  J hat 
thou  wouldji  keep  me  fecret  until  thy  math 
be  faff  ! 

0 Whither  fhall  I fiie  *,  what  path  untrod 
Shall  I leek  out  to  fcape  the  flaming  rod 
of  my  offended  , of  my  angry  God  ? 

Where  fhall  I fojourn  ? what  kind  fea  will  hide 
My  head  from  thunder  ? Where  fhall  I abide  , 

Until  his  dames  be  quench’d  or  laid  afide  ? 

What,  if  my  feet  fhould  rake  their  hafty  flight , 

And  leek  proteftion  in  the  fhades  of  Night  ? 

Alas , no  fhades  can  blind  the  God  of  Light. 

What , if  my  Soul  fhould  take  the  wings  of  day , 

And  find  fome  defart  ? if  fhe  fpring  away  , 

The  wings  of  vengeance  clip  as  fafl  as  they. 

What,  if  fomefolid  rock  fhould  entertain 
My  frighted  Soul  ? Can  folid  rocks  reflrain 
The  ftroke  of  Juftice , and  not  cleave  in  twain  i 

Nor  Sea,  nor  Shade,  nor  Shield,  nor  Rock,  nor  Cave , 

Nor  filent  Defarts , nor  the  fullen  Grave  , 

Where  flame-ey’d  fury  means  to  finite  , can  fave. 

The  Seas  will  part , Graves  open  4 Rocks  will  fplit 
The  Shiled  will  cleave  ; the  frighted  fhadows  flit  j 
Where  juftice  aims , her  fiery  darts  tnuft  hit. 

M 3 No', 
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No,  no,  if  ftern  brow’d  vengeance  means  to  thunder, 
There  is  no  place  above  , beneath  , nor  under  , 

So  clofe  , but  will  unlock  , or  rive  in  funder. 

’Tis  vain  to  flee : Vis  neither  here  nor  there 
Can  fcape  that  hand  until  that  hand  forbear  *, 

Ah  me  ! Where  is  he  not , that’s  every  where  ? 

’Tis  vanity  to  fly  ; till  gentle  Mercy  (hew 
Her  better  Eye  , the  farther  off  we  go  ', 

The  fwing  of  Juflice  deals  the  mightier  blow. 

TIT  ingenuous  Child  , correftcd  , doth  not  flie 
His  angry  Mothers  hand  , but  clings  more  nigh  , 

And  quenches  with  his  tears  her  flaming  Eye. 

Shadows  are  faithlefs  , and  the  rocks  are  falfe  5 
No  truft  in  brafs, , no  truft  in  marble  walls } 

Poor  cots  are  even  as  fafe  as  Princes  halls. 

Great  God  , there  is  no  fafety  here  blow ; 

Thou  art  my  Fortrefs , though  thou  fee  ns’ ft  my  foe, 

’Tis  thou  that  itrik’ft  the  ftrokc,  muft  guard  the  blow. 

Thou  art  my  God  *,  by  thee  I fall  or  ftand  ; 

Thy  grace  hath  giv’n  me  courage  to  withftand 
Ail  tortures , but  my  conlcience  and  thy  hand. 

I know  thy  juflice  is  thy  felf ; I know  , 

Juft  God , thy  very  felf  is  Mercy  too  ; 

If  not  to  thee  , where  ? Whither  fliould  I go  ? 

Then  work  thy  will  ? If  paflion  bid  me  flee  , 

My  reaion  fhall  obey  ; my  wings  fhal!  be 
Siretcht  out  no  further  than  from  thee  to  thee. 


S.  AUGUST. 
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*7  5 


S.  AUGUST,  in  Pfal.  33. 

whither  file  1 ? Tq  what  place  can  i fjfdy  ffie  ? To  what 
rmnuin  ? To  what  den?  To  what  (irong  Honfe?  What  C a file 
jhalll  hold  ? Wkat  walls  frail  hold  me?  u hither  Soever  I go  , 
my  fe  If  follow  eth  me:  For  whatfoever  thou  fiiefl  , 0 man,  thou 
mift  , but  thy  own  confcience : Wherefoever  0 Lord  l go , / 
find  thee,  1}  angry , a Revenger-,  if  appea fed  , a Redeemer  : 
Mat  way  have  I , but  to  fie  pom  thee  to  thee  ? Tuat  thou  maifi 
avoid  thy  God  , addrefs  thee  to  thy  Lord . 


• "V 


EP  IG.  12 


Bath  vengeance  found  thee  ? Can  thy  fears  command 
No  rocks  to  fhield  thee  from  her  thund’ring  hand  ? 
Know’ft  thou  not  where  to  fcape  ? I’ll  tell  thee  where 
My  Soul  make  clean  thy  confcience  hide  thee  there. 
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JOB  10.  2o." 

Are  not  my  dayes  few  ? Ceafe  then , and  let  me 
alone , that  I may  bewail  my  felf  a little . 

MY  Glafs  is  half  uhfpent  j Forbear  F arreft 
, M>  thrifriefs  day  too  Toon : my  poor  requeft 
Is  tliat  my  Gluts  may  run  but  out  the  reft. 

My  time  devoured  minutes  will  be  done 
Without  thy  help  } lee,  fee  how  fwift  they  run  ; 

Cut  not  my  thred  before  my  thred  be  fpun. 

The  gains  not  great  I purchafc  by  this  flay  i 
What  lols  fuftain  ft  thou  by  io  I mall  delay  , 

To  whom  ten  thouland  Years  are  but  a day  ? 

. . 9 i * » 

> 

Mv  following  Eye  can  hardly  make  a fhife 
To  counr  my  winged  hours  •,  they  tty  (o  fwife , 

They  (carce  deferve  the  bounteous  name  of  gift : 

Thefecrer  wheels  of  hurrying  Time  do  give 
So  diort  a warning  , and  fo  fait  thee  drive  , 

Tliat  I am  dead  before  I feem  to  live. 

And  what’s  a Life  ? a weary  Pilgrimage  , 

Whofe  glory  in  one  day  doth  fill  the  fiage 
With  Child-hood  , Man-hood,  and  decrepit  Age. 

And  what’s  a Life  ? the  ttourifh'ng  array 
0*  the  proud  Summer  meadow  , which  to  day 
Wears  her  green  plufh  , and  is  to  morrow  hay. 

And  what’s  a Life  ? A blaft  fuftain’d  with  clothing , 
Maintain’d  with  food,  retain’d  with  vile  felf-lcthitig  ? 

Then  weary  of  it  fclf , again’d  to  nothing. 


Read 
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Bead  on  this  dial , how  the  fhades  devour 
My  fhort-Iiv’d  winters  day  5 hour  ears  up  hour  j 
Alas,  the  totall’s  but  from  eight  to  four. 

Behold  thefe  Lillies  ( which  thy  hands  hive  made  * 

Fair  copies  of  my  life  , and  open  laid 

To  view)  how  foon  they  droop,  how  foon  they  fade ! 

Shade  not  that  dial , Night  will  blind  too  foon  5 
My  non-ag'd  day  already  points  to  noon  5 
How  fnnple  is  tny  fuit  ! how  (mail  my  boon  ! 

Ner  do  I beg  this  (lender  inch  , to  while 

The  time  away  , or  fafely  to  beguile 

My  thoughts  with  joy  *,  here’s  nothing  wortli  a fmile. 

No  , no  : ’tis  not  to  pleafe  my  wanton  Ears 
With  frantick  mirth  j I beg  bur  hours,  not  Years ; 

And  what  thou  giv’ft  me , I will  give  to  tears. 

Draw  not  that  Soul  which  would  be  rather  led  ! 

That  Seed  has  yet  not  broke  my  ferpents  head  ; 

0 (hall  l die  before  my  Sins  are  dead  ? 

Behold  thefe  rags  *,  am  I a fitting  gueft 
To  taft  the  dainties  of  thy  royal  fcalt , 

With  hands  and  face unwafh’d  , ungirt,  unblefl? 

0 

Firft , let  the  Jordan  ftreams  ( that  find  fupplies 
From  the  deep  Fountain  of  my  heart  ) ariie , 

And  cleanfe  my  fpots , and  dear  my  leprous  Eyes. 

1 have  a World  of  Sins  to  be  lamented  ; 

I have  a fea  of  tears  that  muft  be  vented  : 

O (pare  till  then  •,  and  then  I die  contented. 


S.  All  GUST. 
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S,  A UG.  lib.  de  Civit.  Dei,  Cap.  io. 

The  time  wherein  ue  live  is  tal>en  from  the  Space  of  our  life ; 
and  what  remainetb  is  daily  made  lefs  and  lefs , in  fo  much  that 
the  time  of  our  life  is  nothing  but  a paflage  to  Death. 

S.  GRE  G.  lib.  9.  cap.  44.  10.  Job. 

As  moderate  afflictions  bring  tears , fo  immoderate  t&lge  a- 
)tvy  tears } in  fo  much  that  forrow  becometh  no  j or  row  , which 
[welling  up  the  mind  of  the  ajflified , tafyth  away  the  Jenft  of 
the  affliction . 
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EGIP.  15. 


Fear’d  thou  to  go  , when  fuch  an  Ann  invites  thee? 
Dread’ft  thou  thy  loads  of  Sin  ? or  what  affrights  thee  ? 
If  thou  begin  to  fear , thy  fear  begins : 

Fool , can  he  bear  thee  hence  , and  nc:  thy  Sins  ? 
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XIV. 

DEUTERONOMY  32.  29. 

/ 

0 that  men  were  wife  , and  that  they  under- 
load thfc  , that  they  would  confide:  their 

latter  end,  i 

» 

t 

Spirit, 

?/.  T \ THat  means  my  Sillers  Eye  fo  oft  to  pafs 
V \ Through  the  long  entry  of  that  Optick  glafs  ? 

Tell  me;  what  fecret  virtue  doth  invite 
Thy  wrinkled  Eye  to  fuch  unknown  delight  ? 

Sp.  It  helps  the  fight , makes  things  remote  appear 
In  perfect  view  ; It  draws  the  objeds  near. 
j Fl.  What  fenfe-ddighting  objefts  doll  thou  fpie? 

What  doth  that  Glafs  prefent  before  thine  Eye  ? 

Sp.  I fee  thy  foe  , my  .reconciled  friend , 

Grim  Death  , even  Handing  at  the  GlaiTcs  end ; 

His  left  hand  holds  a branch  of  Palm  ; his  right 
Holds  forth  a two-cdg  d fvvord.  FI.  A proper  fight 
And  is  this  all  ? doth  thy  profpe&ive  plcafc 
Th’  abufed  fancie  with  no  fhapes  hut  thefe  ? 

Sp.  Yes , I behold  the  dark'ned  Sun  bereav’n 
Of  ail  his  Light } the  battlements  of  Heav’n 
Sheltering  in  flames;  the  Angel-  guarded  Son 
Of  glory  cn  his  high  Tribunal* Throne  ; 

I fee  a Erimftone  .Sea  of  boyling  fire  , 

And  Fiends , with  kne t ed  whips  of  flaming  wire  , 
Tort’ring  poor  Souls,  that  gnafh  their  teeth  in  vain , 

And  gnaw  their  flame  tormented  tongues  for  pain. 

Look  , Siiter,  how  the  queazy-llomaclfd  Graves 
Vomit  their  dead  , and  how  the  purple  waves 
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Scall’d  their  confumdefs  bodies  , ftrongly  curling 
All  wombs  for  bearing  , and  all  paps  for  nurfing. 

Fl.  Can  thy  diftemper’d  fancy  take  delight 

In  view  of  tortures  ? thefe  are  fhovvs  t’  affright: 

Look  in  this  glafs  triangular ; look  here , 

Here’s  that  will  ravifh  eves.  Sp.  What  feed  thou  there  ? 
F/# /The  World  in  colours  , colours  that  diftain 
The  cheeks  of  Proteus  , or  the  fllken  train 
Of  Flora's  Nymphs*,  fuch  various  forts  ofhievv, 

As  Sun-confronting  Iris  never  knew  .* 

Here  , if  thou  pleafe  to  bcaurifie  a town  , 

Thou  maift  *,  or  with  a hand  turn’t  upfide  down  ; 

Here  maift  thou  fcant  or  widen  by  the  meafure 
Of  thiue  own  will ; make  fhort  or  long  at  pleafure'." 

Here  maift  thou  tire  thy  fancy,  and  advife 
With  fhovvs  more  apt  to  pleafe  more  curious  Eyes. 

Sp.  Ah  fool ! that  dot’ft  on  vain  , on  prefent  toyes , 

And  difrefpett’ft  thole  true  , thofe  future  joyes  I 
How  ftrongly  are  thy  thoughts  befool’d  , alas , 

To  dote  on  goods  that  perifh  with  thy  glafs  1 
Nay , vanifh  with  the  turning  of  a hand  ! 

"Were  they  but  painted  colours  , it  might  ftand 
With  painted  reafon-that  they  might  devote  thee  5 
But  things  that  have  no  being  to  befot  thee? 

Forefight  of  future  torments  is  the  way 
To  baulk  thofe  ills  which  prefent  joyes  bewray. 

As  thou  haft  fool’d  thy  felf , fo  now  come  hither  , 

Break  that  fond  glafs , and  let’s  be  wife  together. 


S.  BONAVENT. 


Book  III. 


Emblem  cs. 


S.  BONAVENT.de  contemptu  fcculi. 

0 that  win  would  be  wife , under  (land , and  forefee  *,  Be  wife , 
to  know  three  things : The  multitude  oj  thofe  that  are  to  bt  dam- 
ned.: the  few  number  of  thofe  that  are  to  he  faved  ; and  the  va- 
nituf  tr unfit ory  things : Vnderjl and  three  things , the  multi- 
tude of  Sins  , the  omiffion  of  good  things  , and  the  lofsvf  time: 
Forefee  three  things , the  danger  of  Death  , the  lafi  judgment , 
and  Eternal  pitnifljment . 


E P I G.  14. 

Wlnit  Soul , no  further  yet  ? what  nev’r  commence 
Malier  in  Faith  ? Still  Earchelcur  of  Senfe  l 
Js’t  insufficiency  ? Or  what  has  made  thee 
Oreflipthy  loft  degree  ? thy  lufts  have  ftaid  thee. 


.X  v. 


XV. 
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XV. 

PSALM  30.  10. 

My  life  if  font  with  grief,  and  my  years  with 
ftghing. 

WHat  fallen  Scar  rul’d  my  untimely  birth , 

That  would  not  lend  my  days  one  hour  of  Mirth  ? 
How  oft  have  thefe  bare  knees  been  bent  to  gain 
The  flender  alms  of  one  poor  fmile  , in  vain  ? 

How  often  , tir’d  with  the  faftidious  Light, 

Have  my  faint  lips  implor’d  the  (hades  of  Night  ? 

How  often  have  my  nighdy  torments  pray’d 
For  lingring  twilight , glutted  with  the  (hade  ? 

Day  worfe  than  night , night  wOrfe  than  day  appears. 

In  fears  I fpend  my  nights , my  days  in  tears  : 

I moan  unpiti’d  , groan  without  relief , 

There  is  no  end  nor  meafare  of  my  grief. 

The  fmiling  flow’r  falutes  the  day  j it  grovves 
Untouch’d  with  care  *,  it  neither  fpins  nor  fowes ; 

0 that  my  tedious  life  were  like  this  flow’r , 

Or  freed  from  grief,  or  finifh’d  with  an  hour  % 

Why  was  I born  ? Why  was  I born  a man  ? 

And  why  proportion’d  by  fo  large  a fpan  ? 

Or  why  fafpended  by  thy  common  lot , 

And  being  born  to  die  , why  die  I not  ? 

Ah  me!  why  is  my  forrow- wafted  breath 
Deni’d  the  eafie  priviledge  of  Death  ? 

The  branded  (lave  that  tugs  the  weary  oare , 

Obtains  the  Sabbath  of  a welcome  Ihore  ? 

His  ranfom’d  ftripes  are  heal’d  , his  native  foil 
Sweetens  the  mem’ry  of  his  foreign  toil : 

N But 
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But  ah  \ my  forrows  are  not  half  fo  bleft  $ 

My  labour  finds  no  point , my  pains  no  reft : 

I barter  fighs  for  tears , and  tears  for  groans , 

Still  vainly  rolling  Sifyphean  ftones : 

Thou  juft  obferver  of  our  flying  hours, 

Thar , with  thy  Adamantine  fangs , devours 
The  brazen  monuments  of  renown’d  Kings. 

Doth  thy  glafs  ftand  ? Or  be  thy  moulting  wings 
Unapt  to  nie  ? If  not , why  doft  thou  fpare 
A willing  breaft  *,  a breaft  that  ftands  fo  fair  ? 

A dying  breaft  , that  hath  but  only  breath 
To  beg  a wound  , and  ftrength  to  crave  a death  ? 

O that  the  pleafed  Heav’ns  would  once  diflolve 
Thefe  flefhly  fetters  , that  fo  faft  involve 
My  hamp’red  Soul  y then  would  my  Soul  be  bleft 
From  all  thefe  ills , and  wrap  her  thoughts  in  reft: 

Till  then  , my  days  are  months , my  months  are  years, 
My  years  are  ages  to  be  [pent  in  tears : 

My  grief’s  email'd  upon  my  waftful  breath  , 

Which  no  recovery  can  cut  off , but  death ; 

Breath  drawn  in  cottages , puft  out  in  thrones 
Begins , continues , and  concludes  in  groans. 


INNOCENT 
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INNOCEN  T.  de  vilitate  condit.  humans. 

0 who  will  give  mine  Eyes  a fountain  of  tears  , that  I may 
bewail  the  miferahle  ingrefs  of  mans  condition  the  finful  pro- 
grtJso\mans  converfation  , the  damnable  egrgfs  in  mans  di (fo- 
lium ? 1 will  confider  with  tears , whereof  man  was  made , 
what  man  doth , and  what  man  is  to  do  : Alas,  he  is  formed  of 
earth,  conceived  in  fin,  born  to  pimifhment : He  doth  evil  things , 
which  are  not  lawful  He  doth  filthy  things , which  are  not  de- 
centj He  doth  vain  things , which  are  not  expedient . 


I 


EPIG.  15. 

My  heart , Thy  life’s  a debt  by  Bond  , which  bears 
A feeret  date  *,  the  ufe  is  Groans  and  Tears.: 

Plead  not  j ufurious  Nature  will  have  all , 

As  well  the  IntTeft  as  the  Principal. 
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*'[/  Joule  hrtth  [.meted  to  del  ire  thy  * 
judgments  . p fal  : iij?  . 
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THE  FOURTH  BOOK. 

I. 


ROM.  7.  23. 

I fee  another  Law  in  my  members  warring  a- 
gainfl  the  Law  of  my  mind  , and  bringing 
me  into  captivity  to  the  Law  of  Sin. 

1: 

OHotv  my  will  is  hurried  to  and  fro , 

And  how  my  unrefolv’d  refolves  do  vary  ! 

Iknow  not  where  to  fix  , fometimes  I go 
This  way , then  that , and  then  the  quite  contrary  ; 

I like  , diflike  *,  lament  for  what  I could  not  j 
I do  , undo  j yet  ftill  do  what  I would  not. 

And  at  the  felf  fame  infhnt  will  the  thing  I would  not. 

2. 

Thus  are  my  weather-beaten  thoughts  opprefl 
With  th’  Earth-bred  winds  of  my  prodigious  will 
Thus  am  I hourly  toll  from  Eall  to  Weft 
Upon  the  rowling  ftreams  of  good  and  ill  : 

Thus  am  I driven  upon  thefe  flipp’ry  fuds 
From  real  ills  to  falfe  apparent  goods : 

My  life’s  a troubled  Sea  , compos’d  of  ebbs  and  floods. 

9; 

The  curious  Penman  , having  trimm’d  his  page 
With  the  dead  language  of  his  dabled  quill , 

Lets  fall  a heedlefs  drop  , then  in  a rage 
Cafhiers  the  fruits  of  his  unlucky  skill  *, 

Ev’n  fo  my  pregnant  Soul  in  th’  Infant  bud 
Of  her  belt  thoughts  fhowrsdown  a coal  black  flood 
Cf  wnadvifed  ills , and  cancels  all  her  good. 
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Sometimes  a fudden  flafh  of  facred  heat 

Warms  my  chili  Soul , and  fets  my  thoughts  in  frame: 
But  foon  that  fire  is  fhouldred  from  her  feat 
By  lufiful  Cupid's  much  inferiour  flame. 

I feel  two  flames , and  yet  no  flame  entire; 

Thus  are  the  mungrel  thoughts  of  mixt  defire 
Confirm'd  between  thatheavn’ly  and  this  earthly  fire. 


$• 

Sometimes  my  trafh-difdaining  thoughts  out  pafe 
The  common  period  of  terrene  conceit ; 

O then  , methinks  I fcorn  the  thing  f was , 

Whilfl  I ftand  ravifh’d  at  my  new  eflate: 

But  w hen  tlf  Icarian  wdngs  of  my  defire 
Feel  but  the  warmth  of  their  own  native  fire  , 

O then  they  melt  and  plunge  within  their  wonted  mire. 


6. 


I know  the  nature  of  my  wav'ring  mind  ; 

I know  the  frailty  of  my  flefhly  will  : 

My  Paffiorfs  Eagle  ev’d ; my  judgment  blind  ; 

I know  what’s  good  , but  yet  make  choice  of  ill. 
When  tlT  Oftrich  wings  of  my  defires  fhall  be 
So  dull , they  cannot  mount  the  leaf!  degree , 
Yet  grant  my  Soul  defire  bur  of  defiring  thee. 


S.  BE  RNARD- 
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S.BERN.  Med.  9. 

My  hart  is  a vain  heart , vagabond  and  in  ft  able  heart ; 
it  is  led  by  its  own  judgment , and  wanting  Divine 
counfil  cannot  fubfifl  in  it  felf  j and  whilefl  it  divers  ways  fee* 
fytb  rejl , findeth  none , but  remaineth  mijerable  through  labour , 
and  void  oj  peace : it  agretth  not  with  it  felf ; it  diffenteth 
fi-om  it  felj  i it  altereth  refolutions , ehangeth  the  judgment , 
frmeth  new  thoughts , pulleth  down  the  old  , and  buildeth 
them  up  again  : it  willeth  and  willeth  not ; and  never  remai- 
ned in  the  fame  ftate. 

S.  AUGUST,  de  verb.  Apod. 

rfba  it  would , it  cannot ; becaufe  when  it  might , it  would 
net:  Therefore  by  an  evil  will  man  loft  his  good  power . 


EPIG.  1. 

My  Soul , how  are  thy  thoughts  difturb'd  , confin’d  , 
Enlarg’d  betwixt  thy  members  and  thy  mind  ! 

Hx  here  or  there  \ thy  doubt  depending  caufe 
Can  ne’r  exped  one  verdid  ’twixt  two  Laws. 

N 4 
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Oh  that  itty  wayes  were  directed  tc.; 
he:  ye  thy  ft  a tut. es.  pfal.tiQ.y 
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II. 

PSALM  119.  5. 

0 that  my  wayes  were  dire&ed  to  keep  thy 
Statutes. 

\ * 

V. 

THus  I , the  object  of  the  Worlds  difdain  , 

With  Pilgrim  pace  furround  the  weary  Earth  : 

I only  relifh  what  the  World  counts  vain  j 
Her  mirth’s  my  grief,  her  fullen  grief  my  mirth  ; 

Her  light  my  darknefs } and  her  truth  my  errour  : 

Her  freedom  is  my  gaol } and  her  delight  my  terrour. 

2. 

Fond  Earth  ! proportion  not  my  Teeming  love 
To  my  long  Hay ; let  not  thy  thoughts  deceive  thee  ; 
Thou  art  my  Prifon  and  my  home’s  above  j 
My  life’s  a preparation  but  to  leave  thee  ; 

Like  one  that  feeks  a door , I walk  about  thee ; 

With  thee  I cannot  live  ; I cannot  live  without  thee. 

3- 

The  World’s  a Iab’rinth  , whofe  anfractuous  wayes 
are  all  compos’d  of  rubs  and  crook’d  Meanders: 

No  retting  here  j He’s  hurried  back  rhat  ftayes 
A thought } and  he  that  goes  unguided  wanders : 

Her  way  is  dark  , her  path  untrod  , unev’n; 

So  hard’s  the  way  from  earth  *,  fo  hard’s  the  way  to  Heaven 

4* 

This  gyring  lab’rinth  is  betrench’d  about 
^ On  either  hand  with  ftreams  of  fulph’rous  fire  , 

Streams  clofely  Hiding  , erring  in  and  out , 

But  feeming  pleafant  to  the  fond  defcrier  ; 

Where  if  his  footfteps  truft  their  own  invention, 

He  falls  without  redrefs  , and  finks  without  dimenfion. 

Where 


*94 


Emblems. 


Book  IV. 


5* 


Where  fhall  I feek  a Guide?  where  fhall  I meet 
Some  lucky  hand  to  lead  my  trembling  paces  ? 
What  trufty  Lanthorn  will  direct  my  feet 

To  fcape  the  danger  of  thefe  dang’rous  places  ? 
What  hopes  have  I to  pafs  without  a Guide ", 
Where  one  gets  fafely  through  , a thoufand  fall  befide. 


6. 


An  unrequcfted  Star  did  gently  Aide 
Before  the  Wife-men  to  a greater  Light ; 

Back-Aiding  Ifr’el  found  a double  Guide  ", 

A Fillar , and  a Cloud  ",  by  Day , by  Night  .* 

Yet  in  my  defp’rate  dangers  which  be  farr 
More  great  than  theirs , I have  no  Pillar , Cloud , nor 


O that  the  pinions  of  a clipping  Dove 

Would  cut  my  paffage  through  the  empty  Aire  •, 
Mine  Eyes  being  feal’d  , how  would  I mount  above 
The  reach  of  danger  and  forgotten  care! 

Mv  backward  Eves  diould  ne’r  commit  that  fault , 
Whole  Iafting  guilt  Ihould  build  a monument  of  Salt, 

8. 

Great  God  that  art  the  flowing  Spring  of  Light , 
Enrich  mine  Eyes  with  thv  refulgent  Ray  ; 

Thou  art  my  Path  ",  direct  my  fteps  aright ", 

I have  no  other  Light,  no  other  Way  : 

I’ll  trull  my  God  , and  him  alone  purfue  *, 

Kis  Law  lhall  be  my  Path  , his  heavenly  Light  my  Clue. 


S.  AUGUST. 
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S.  AUGUST.  Soliioqu.  Cap.  4. 

1 

0 Lord  *,  who  art  the  Light , the  Way  , the  Truth  , the  Life  * 
in  whom  there  is  no  dartyefs  , errour  , vanity  nor  Death  : the 
Light , without  which  there  is  darfyiefs  } the  ivay  , without 
which  there  is  wandring ; the  truth  without  which  there  is 
errour  •,  the  Life , without  which  there  is  Death  : Say , Lord , 
let  there  be  Light , W ; fee  Light , 
wfij  I jball fee  the  way  and  avoid  wandring  ; 1 fhail  fee  the 
’LrSljjindfhim  errour  } 1 fhail  fee  Life^and  ejcaye  Death  : illumi- 
nate , 0 illuminate  my  blind  Soul , which  fitteth  in  darfnefs  , 
and  the  fiadcw  of  Death  : and  dir  eft  my  feet  in  thy  way  of 
fence. 


1 


1 


E P I G.  2. 

Pilgrim  trudge  on:  vvliat  makes  thy  Soul  complain  , 
Crowns  thy  complaint.  The  way  to  reft  is  pain : 
The  road  to  refolution  lies  by  doubt  : 

The  next  way  home’s  the  fartheft  way  about. 


III. 
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sjtay  rnyjlyyr  m thy  Pathos  that 
my  yet  Jo  not  (lick . Ps  ./?■  5 ) 


1 
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III. 


PSALM  1 7.  5. 

Slay  my  Jleps  in  thy  paths , that  my  feet  do 
not  flide. 


I. 


T \ 7Hen  ere  the  old  Exchange  of  profit  rings 
V V Her  Silver  Saints-bell  of  uncertain  gains , 
My  Merchant-foul  can  firetch  both  legs  and  wings  > 
How  I can  run , and  take  unwearied  pains! 

The  charms  of  profit  are  fo  ftrong , that  I 
Who  wanted  legs  to  go,  find  wings  to  flie. 


2. 

If  time-beguiling  Pleafure  but  advance 
Her  Iuftful  trump,  and  blow  her  bold  alarms , 

0 how  my  fportful  Soul  can  frisk  and  dance  , 

And  hug  that  Syren  in  her  twined  arms ! 

The  Sprightly  voice  of  finew-ftrengthning  pleafure 
Can  lend  my  bed*rid  Soul  both  legs  and  leifure. 

If  blazing  honour  chance  to  fill  my  veins 
With  natt’ring  warmth , ^and  flafh  of  Courtly  fire  3 
My  Soul  can  take  a pleafure1  in  her  pains : 

My  lofty  firutting  Heps  difdain  to  tire  $ 

My  antick  knees  can  turn  upon  the  hinges 
Of  Complement , and  fcrue  a thoufand  cringes. 

4j 

Eut  when  I come  to  Thee  , my  God  that  arc 
The  Royal  Mine  of  everlafting  treafure , 

The  real  honour  of  my  better  part , 

And  living  fountain  of  eternal  pleafure  , 

How  nervelefs  are  my  limbs ! how  faint  and  flow  l 
I have  no  wings  to  flie,  nor  Legs  to  go. 


Emblemes. 
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So  when  the  ftreams  of  fwift-foot  Rhene  convey 
Her  upland  riches  to  the  Relgick  fhore  , 

The  idle  vettel  Aides  the  vvat’ry  lay 
Wichouc  the  blatt  or  tug  , of  wind  , or  oar ; 
Her  Aipp’ry  keel  divides  the  Silver  foame 
With  cafe  j So  facil  is  the  way  from  home. 

6. 


* 

But  when  the  home  bound  veffei  turns  her  fails 
Againft  the  breatt  of  the  refitting  ftream  , 

O then  fhe  Augs ; nor  fail , nor  oar  prevails 
The  ttream  is  fturdy  , and  her  Tide’s  extream: 
Each  ttroke  is  lofs , and  every  tug  is  vain  : 

A Boat  lengths  purchafe  is  a league  of  pain. 

-ill  il . i . ' . . . 

7- 

■ 

Great  all  in  all  that  art  my  reft , my  home  ; 

My  way  is  tedious  and  my  tteps  are  Aow : 

Reach  forth  thy  helpful  hand  , or  bid  me  come  5 . 
I am  thy  Child  , O teach  thy  Child  to  go  : 
Conjoy n thy  fweer  commands  to  my  defire , 
And  I will  venture  , though  l fall  or  tire. 


r 

S.  AUGUST. 


/ 
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S.  AUGUST.  Ser.  i $.  de  Verb.  Apofl. 

Be  always  difpleafe-d  at  what  thou  art  , if  thou  defire(l  to 
attain  to  what  thou  art  not : For  where  thou  haft  pleafed  thy 
[elf , there  thou  abidejl . But  if  thou  fayeft , 1 have  enough , thou 
perifhejl : Always  add  , always  wall » , always  proceed ; »«- 
therftand  (till,  nor  go  bacl^,  nor  deviate : He  that  (landeth  fill 
proceedeth  not ; He  goeth  bac^,  that  continueth  not ; He  devi- 
ated, that  revolted  *,  He  goeth  better  that  creepeth  in  his  way, 
than  be  that  runneth  out  oj  his  way. 


\ 


r 


E P I G.  3. 

Fear  not , my  Soul,  to  lofe  for  want  of  cunning  *, 
Weep  not ; Heav’n  is  not  always  got  by  running  : 
Thy  Thoughts  are  fwifr , although  thy  legs  be  flow ; 
True  love  will  creep , not  having  llrength  to  go. 
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PSALM  119.  120. 


Afy  flefo  trembleth  for  fear  of  thee  3 and  I am 
afraid  of  thy  judgements , , 

LE  T others  boaft  of  luck , and  go  their  ways 

With  their  fair  game  *,  know  vengeance  feldom  plays 
To  be  too  frovvard  , but  doth  wifely  frame 
Her  backward  Tables  for  an  after-game  : 

She  gives  thee  leave  to  venture  many  a plot ; 

And,  for  her  own  advantage  , hits  thee  not; 

But  when  her  pointed  Tables  are  made  fair  , 

That  fhe  be  ready  for  thee , then  beware  ; 

Then  , if  a neceffary  blot  be  fet , 

She  hits  thee  *,  wins  the  Game ; perchance  the  fet : 

If  profp’rous  chances  make  thy  carting  high  , 

Be  wifely  template  *,  cart  a ferious  Eye 
On  after- dangers , and  keep  back  thy  game ; 

Too  forward  feed-times  make  thy  harveft  lame : 

If  left-hand  Fortune  give  thee  left-hand  chances , 

Be  wifely  patient  *,  let  no  envious  glances 
Repine  to  view  thy  Gamefters  heap  fo  fair ; 

The  hindmoft  hound  takes  oft  the  doubling  Hare. 

The  Worlds  great  Dice  are  falfe ; fometimes  they  go 
Extreamly  high , lometimcs  extreamly  low : 

Of  all  her  Gamerters  he  that  plays  the  leaft, 
lives  moft  at  eafe  , plays  moil  fecure  and  heft  : 

Thevvay  to  win,  is  to  play  fair  , andfwear 
Thy  felf  a Servant  to  rhe  Crown  of  fear : 


O 


Fear 
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Fear  is  the  Primmer  of  a Gamefters  skill : ' 

Who  fears  not  Bad  ftands  tnoft  unarm’d  to  III : 

The  111  that’s  wifely  fear’d  , is  half  withftood  ; 

And  fear  of  Bad  is  the  belt  foyl  to  Good  : 

True  Fear’s  til’  Elixir , which  in  daies  of  old 
Turn'd  Leaden  Croffes  into  Crowns  of  Gold  : 

The  Worlds  the  Tables  *,  Stakes,  Eternal  life; 

The  Gamefters , Heav.’n  and  I ; Unequal  ftrife ! 

My  Fortunes  arc  my  Dice  , whereby  I frame 
My  indifpofed  Life  : this  Life’s  the  Game  ; 

My  Sins  are  fev'ral  Blots ; the  Lookers  on 
Are  Angels;  and  in  death  the  Game  is  done: 

Lord  , I’m  a Bungler , and  my  Game  doth  grow 
Still  more  and  more  unfhap’d ; my  Dice  run  low  : 

The  Stakes  are  great ; my  carelefs  Blots  are  many ; 

And  yet  thou  palleft  by , and  hit’ft  not  any  : 

Thou  art  too  ftreng  ; and  I have  none  to  guide  me : 

With  the  leaf!;  jog ; the  lookers  on  deride  me  : 

It  is  a Conqueft  undeferving  Thee , 

To  win  a flake  from  fuch  a Worm  as  me  : 

I have  no  more  to  lofe  ; If  we  perfever, 

’Tis  loft ; and  that  once  loft  I’m  loft  for  ever. 

Lord  , wink  at  faults , and  be  not  too  fevere. 

And  I will  play  my  Game  with  greater  fear  ; 

O give  me  Fear , ere  Fear  has  paft  her  date: 

Whofe  blot  being  hit , then  fears,  fears  then  too  late. 


S.  BERN. 


i 
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S.  BERN.  Ser.  54.  in  Cant. 

There  is  nothing  fo  effectual  to  obtain  Grace , to  retain  Grace  5 
ad  to  regain  Grace  , as  always  to  be  found  before  God  not  0- 
vtmife , but  to  fear : Happy  art  thou  if  thy  heart  be  replenifhed 
with  three  fears  ",  a fear  for  received  Grace , a greater  fear  for 
lojl  Grace , a greatefl  fear  to  recover  Grace. 


S.  AUGUST,  fuper  Pfal. 

*'  < • . 1 

Prefer, t ftar  begetteth  Eternal  fecurity : Fear  God  > "which  h 
dive  all , and  no  need  to  fear  man  at  all . 

4 a 


/ 

E P 1 G.  4* 

Lord,  (hail  we  grumble  when  thy  flames  do  fcourge  us  ? 

Our  Sins  breath  fire , that  fire  returns  to  purge  us. 

Lord  , what  an  Alchymift  art  thou , whofe  skill 
Tranfmutes  to  perfect  Good  from  perfect  111  \ 

o 2 y+ 


1 


<r 


204 


Emblem/,  Book  IV, 

( y 

V.  •• 


oOokIV.  Emblems.  205 

V. 

/ 

PSALM  119.  3 7. 

T»r«  eyes  from  regarding  vanity. 

# . 

I. 

HO  W like  the  tlireds  of  flax 

That  touch  the  flame , are  my  inflam’d  defires  1 
How  like  to  yielding  wax 
My  Soul  didolves  before  thefe  wanton  fires ! 

The  fire  but  touch’d  , the  flame  but  felt  * 

Like  Flax  , I burn  j like  wax  , I melt. 

2. 

0 how  this  flefh  doth  draw 
My  fetter’d  Soul  to  that  deceitful  fire ! 

And  how  the  Eternal  Law 
Is  baffled  by  the  Law  of  my  defire  * 

How  truly  bad  , how  fceming  good 
Are  all  the  Laws  of  Flefh  and  Blood  ! 

r 

3* 

0 wretched  ftate  of  men  , 

The  height  of  whole  ambition  is  to  borrow 
What  inuft  be  paid  again 
With  griping  int’rett  of  the  next  days  forrow  1 
How  wild  his  thoughts  1 How  apt  to  range  ! 

How  apt  to  vary  ! Apt  to  change ! 


How  intricate  and  nice 
Is  mans  perplexed  way  to  mans  defire  ! 

Sometimes  upon  the  Ice 
He  Hips,  and  fometimes  falls  into  the  fire} 

His  progrefs  is  extream  and  bold  , 

0r  very  hot , or  very  cold. 

O 3 The 


i 


r 
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5* 

The  common  food  he  doth 
Suftain  his  Soul-tormenting  thoughts  withal , 

Is  Honey  in  his  mouth 
To  night , and  in  his  heart , to  morrow  gall  j 
’Tis  oftentimes , within  an  hour  , 

Both  very  fvveet  and  very  fowre. 

t 

6. 

If  fweet  Corinni  fmile , 

A Heav’n  of  joy  breaks  down  into  his  heart : 

Corinna  frown  a while  ? 

Hells  torments  are  but  copies  of  his  fmart  i 
' Within  a luftful  heart  doth  dwell 
A feeming  Heav’n  3 a very  Hell. 

i 

7- 

Thus  worthlefs , vain  , and  void 
Of  comfort , are  the  Fruits  of  Earths  employment. 
Which  e’re  they  be  enjoy’d, 

Diftraft  us 3 and  deftroy  us  in  th’  enjoyment ; 

Thefe  be  the  pleafures  that  are  priz’d 
When  Heav’ns  cheap  pen’vvorth  ftands  defpis’d. 

8. 

Lord , quench  thefe  hafty  flafhes , 

Which  dart  as  lightning  from  the  thund’ring  skies , 

And  every  minute  dafhes 
Againft  the  wanton  windows  of  mine  Eyes  : 

Lord , clofe  the  cafement , whilft  1 hand 
Behind  the  curtain  of  thy  hand. 


S.  AUGUST- 


/ 
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S.  A II  G U S T.  Soliloq.  Cap,  4. 

0 thou  Sun  that  illuminated  both  Heaven  and  Earth ! 
Wo  be  unto  thofe  Eyes  which  do  not  behold  thee : Wo  be  unto  thofe 
blind  Eyes  which  cannot  behold  thee  : Wo  be  unto  thofe  which 
turn  away  their  Eyes  that  they  will  not  behold  thee : Wo  be  unto 
thofe  that  turn  away  their  Eyes  that  they  may  behold  vanity, 

S.  C H R Y S.  fup.  Mat.  19. 

* « *.  - ' ' ■ -'*»!  , 4. 

What  is  the  evil  Woman  but  the  Enemy  of friendfhip , an  una- 
voidable pain>a  neceffary  mifchiefs  natural  temptations  deferable 
calamity 3 a domeftid ^ danger , a deleSiable  inconvenience , and 
the  nature  of  evil  painted  over  with  the  colour  of  good. 

- * 4 


• /*.  * r'* 

• i* 


4 


EPIG.  5, 

Tis  vain  , great  God , to  clofe  trine  Eves  from  ill , 

When  I reiolve  to  keep  the  old  tmn  full  : * 

My  rambling  heart  tr.ufi  covenant  tuft  with  riiee  , 

Or  none  can  pafs  betwixt  mine  Eye  and  me. 

O 4 V J. 
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VI. 


If  J hiiue  JmmJ  faimrut  tbv  li.ibtjet  my  life 
be  jiueti  mee  at  my  yett tim  .Ejter.  y.  y 


vi. 


209 


Book  IV.  Emblemes. 


VI. 


ESTHER  7.  3. 

If  I have  found  favour  in  thy  fight , and  if  it 
' pleafe  the.  King  , let  my  life  be  given  me  at 
my  petition. 

THou  art  the  Great  Afutrus  whofe  command 

Doth  flretch  from  Pole  to  Pole  } the  world’s  thy  land  5 
Rebellious  Vaihti' s the  corrupted  will , 

Which  being  call’d  , refutes  to  fulfil 

Thy  juft  command  : Efiber , whole  tears  condole 

The  razed  City’s,  the  rcgen’rate  S0C1I  ; 

A captive  maid  , whom  thou  wilt  pleafe  to  grace 
With  nuptial  Honours  in  flout  Vafioti' s place: 

Her  kinfman  , whofe  unbended  knee  did  thwart 
Proud  Hainan's  glory  , is  the  flcfhly  part : 

The  (ober  Eunuch  , that  recall’d  to  mind 
The  new  built  gibbet  ( Hainan  had  divin’d 
For  his  own  ruin  ) fifty  cubits  high  , 

His  luftful-thought-controlling  chaflity  s 
Intuiting  Ham  an  is  that  tlefhly  luft 
Whofe  red-hot  fury , for  a feafon  , muft 
Triumph  in  pride  , and  ftudy  how  to  tread 
On  Mordecai , till  Royal  Efiber  plead. 

Great  King,  myfent-for  Vafioti  will  not  come 
0 let  tire  oyl  o’th  blefted  Virgins  womb 
Cleanfe  my  poor  Efiber } look  , O look  upon  her 
With  gracious  Eyes  and  let  thy  Eeams  of  honour 
So  fcour  her  captive  ftains , that  fhe  may  prove 
An  holy  ObjeA  of  thy  Heavenly  love  : 

Anoint 


/ 
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Anoint  her  with  the  Sptknard  of  thy  graces  , 

Then  try  the  fweetnefs  of  her  chaff  embraces : 

Make  her  the  partner  of  thy  nuptial  bed , 

And  fet  thy  Royal  Crown  upon  her  head  : 

If  then  ambitious  Himan  chance  to  fpend 
His  fpleen  on  tylordecai , that  fcorns  to  bend 
The  wilful  ftifnefs  of  his  ftubborn  knee  , 

Or  bafely  crouch  to  any  Lord  but  thee ; 

If  weeping  EJlher  fhould  prefer  a grone 
Before  the  high  tribunal  Throne  , 

Hold  forth  thy  Golden  Scepter  , and  afford 
The  gentle  audience  of  a gracious  Lord  : 

And  let  thy  Royal  E fiber  be  polfeft 
Of  half  ,thy  Kingdom , at  her  dear  requeff ; 

Curb  luftful  Ham  an  j him  that  would  difgrace  , 

Nay , ravifh  thy  fair  Queen  before  thy  face: 

And  as  proud  Haman  w as  himfelf  enfnar’d 
On  that  felf  gibbet  that  himfelf  prepar’d  ; 

So  nail  my  lull,  both  punifhment  and  guile , 

On  that  dear  Crofs  that  mine  own  lufts  have  built. 


S.  AUGUST. 
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S.  AUGUST,  in  Ep. 

0 holy  Spirit , always  inspire  ms  with  holy  worths.  Con- 
pain  me , that  l may  do : Counfel  ms , that  i may  love  thee ; 
Confirm  ms , that  l may  hold  thee  j Conferve  me , that  I may 
not  lofs  thee. 

S.  AUGUS  T.  (up.  Joan. 

•jhe  Spirit  lujls  where  the  flejb  rejleth  : For  as  tbs  flip  is 
nouri{hed  with  [west  things , the  Spirit  refreshed  with  fowre . 

Ibidem. 

Wouldjl  thou  that  thy  fl&fh  obey  thy  Spirit?  Then  let  thy  Spirit 
$ bey  thy  God.  7 bon  miijl  be  governed  Jo  is  that  thou  maijl  govern* 


E P I G.  6. 


Of  Mercy  and  juftice  is  thy  Kingdom  built ; 

This  plagues  my  Sin  ; and  that  removes  my  guilt ; 

When  ere  I fue  , Afuerus  like  decline 

Thy  Scepter  j Lord,  fay,  Half  my  Kingdome’s  thine. 


VII 
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Conte  my  belovetf  let  ns  ejee  forth  into 

thtjielcts^  let  us  rmciine  in  the 
Villay  ts . C ant  : 7.  n. 
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VII. 

CANTICLES  7-  n- 

Come , my  beloved , let  us  go  forth  into  the 

field  > and  let  us  remain  in  the  villages. 

0 

* 

I. 

Chri/l*  ^ Soul . 

Chr.  Ome  , Come,  my  dear , and  let  as  both  retire, 
And  whiff  the  dainties  of  the  fragrant  fields : 
Where  warbling  Phil' we  l,  and  the  fhrill  mouth'd  quire 
Chaunt  forth  their  raptures where  the  Tunic  builds 
Her  lovely  neft  5 and  where  the  new  born  brier 
Breaths  forth  the  Swcetnefs  that  her  April  yields : 
Come , come,  my  lovely  fair , and  let  us  try 
Thefe  rural  delicates  j where  thou  and  I 
May  melt  in  private  flames , and  fear  no  dander  by. 


2. 

Soul.  My  hearts  Eternal  joy , in  lieu  of  whom 

The  earth’s  a blaft  and  all  the  world’s  a bubble  2 
Our  City-manfion  is  the  faired  heme , 

But  Country  fvveets  are  rang’d  with  lefier  trouble* 
Let’s  try  them  both,  and  chufe  the  better  come ; 

A change  in  pleafure, makes  the  pleafurc  double ; ; 
, On  thy  commands  depends  my  go  or  tarry, 

I’ll  ftir  with  Martha,  or  I'll  ftay  with  Mary : 

Our  hearts  are  firmly  fit,  although  her  pleafures  vary. 
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% 

Chrift.  Our  Country-manfion  ( ftuate  on  high  ) 

With  various  Object , Hill  renews  delight : 

Her  arched  roof’s  of  unftain  d Ivory  : 

Her  walls  of  fiery-fparkling  Chryfolite  * 

Her  pavement  is  of  hardeft  Porphyry  $ 

Her  fpacious  windows  are  all  glaz’d  with  bright 
And  flaming  Carbuncles  no  need  require 
Titans  faint  rays , or  Vulcan's  feeble  fire ; 

And  eve’ry  Gate’s  a Pearl  and  every  Pearl,  entire. 


4- 

SotU . Fool  that  I was ! how  were  my  thoughts  deceiv’d  1 
How  falfly  was  my  fond  conceit  poflefl; ! 

I took  it  for  an  Hermitage  but  pav’d 
And  daub’d  with  ncighbr’iug  dirt , and  thacht  at 
Alas  , I nev’r  expected  more  , nor  crav’d  j (beflj 
A Turtle  hop’d  but  for  a Turtles  neft  : 

Come  , come , my  dear , and  let  no  idle  ftay 
Ncglett  th’  advantage  of  the  head-ftrong  day ; 
How  pleafure  grates  that  feels  the  curb  of  dull  delay* 


$• 

Chr , Come  then,  my  Joy ; let  our  divided  paces 
Conduct  us  to  our  faireft  territory  j 
O there  we’ll  twine  our  Souls  in  fweet  embraces  j 
Soul,  And  in  thine  arms  I’ll  tell  my  paflion  flory  : 

Chr , O there  I’ll  crown  thy  head  with  all  my  graces  j 
SmL  And  all  thefe  graces  fhall  reflect  thy  glory  : 

Chr . O there  I’ll  feed  thee  with  celeftial  Manna 

I’ll  be  thy  El^ana.  Soul.  And  I,  thy  Hanna . 
Cknft,  FH  found  my  trump  of  joy.  Soul . And  I’ll  refound 

( Hofannb 
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S.  BERN. 


0 blejjed  Contemplation  ! The  death  of  vices  , and  the  life 
of  virtues ! Thee , the  Law  and  Prophets  admire : uho  ever 
attained  perfection , //  not  by  thee  ! 0 bleffed  Solitude , the  Ma- 
gazine of  Celeftial  Treafm ! by  thee  things  earthly  > and  Iran - 
fitory,  are  changed  into  Heavenly , and  Eternal . 


S.  BERN,  in  Ep. 

Hippy  is  that  houfe , and  bleffed  is  that  Congregation  wbfr * 
Martha  (bill  complaineth  of  Mar)'. 
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Media  nick  Sou! , thou  mu  it  not  only  do 
With  Martha *,  hut,  with  A/ary,  ponder  too: 
Happy’s  that  houfe  where  thefe  fair  Sifters  vary ; 
Butmoft,  when  Martha's  reconcil’d  to  Mary. 
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VIII. 


Or^arv.me  we  n^ij/ run  n /her  thee  hertzrt/e 
of  the  Cave  jtr  efthy  treed  Ovnt?n  ente . 

^ CaritTiz  . 
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VIII. 


CANTICLES  1.  3, 


Draw  me ; m will  follow  after  thee  by  the  fa- 
vour of  thy  good  Oyntments . 


t ‘JJ 

THus  , like  a lump  of  the  corrupted  Mafs , 

I lie  fecure  , long  loft  before  I was : 

And  like  a block , beneath  whole  burthen  lies 
That  undifcover’d  worm  that  never  dies. 

1 have  no  will  to  rouze  , I have  no  power  to  rife.  - 

Can  (linking  Li\rus  compound  or  ftrive 
With  deaths  enrangling  fetters , and  revive  ? 

Or  can  the  water-buried  Axe  implore 
A hand  to  raife  it , or  it  felf  reftore , 

And  from  her  fandy  deeps  approach  the  dry-foot  fhorej? 

So  hard’s  the  task  for  (inful  flefll  and  Blood 
To  lend  the  fmalleft  ftep  to  what  is  good. 

My  God , I cannot  move  the  leaid  degree. 

A ! If  but  only  thofe  that  adive  be , 

None  (hould  thy  glory  fee , none  fhould  thy  glory  fee. 

But  if  the  Porter  pleafe  t’inform  the  clay  : 

Or  fome  ftrong  hand  remove  the  block  away : 

Their  lowly  fortunes  foon  are  mounted  higher : 

That  proves  a veftel , which  before  was  mire  j 
And  this  being  hewn , may  ferve  for  better  ufe  than  fire. 

P And 
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Eo 


And  if  that  lifc-refloring  voice  command 
Dead  La\nis  forth  * or  that  great  Prophets  hand 
Should  charm  the  fitllen  waters  , and  begin 
To  becken  , or  to  dart  a ftick  but  in  , 1 

Dead  La\rus  muft  revive,  and  th’  Ax  muft  float  again,  $ 


I.ord,  as  I am  , I have  no  pow’r  at  all 
To  hear  thy  voice , or  Echo  to  thy  call* 

The  glootnv  Clouds  of  mine  own  guilt  benight  me* 
Thy  glorious  beams,  not  dainty  fvveets  invite  me* 

They  neither  can  direct  * nor  thefe  at  all  delight  me.  ‘ 

See  how  my  fin  bemangled  Body  lies , 

Not  having  pow’r  to  will  , nor  will  to  rife  ! 

Shine  home  upon  thy  Creature  , and  infpire 
My  livelefs  Will  with  thy  regen’rate  fire  * 

The  firft  degree  to  do,  is  only  to  defire. 


Give  me  the  power  to  will , the  Will  to  do  * 

O raife  me  up , and  I will  ftrive  to  go: 

Draw  me  , O draw  me  with  thy  treble  twifl, 

Thar  have  no  pow’r  but  meerly  to  refifl  * 

O lend  me  ftrength  to  do , and  then  command  thy  lift ! 


My  Soul’s  a Clock , whofe  wheels  ( for  wrant  of  ufe 
And  winding  up  , being  fubjett  to  rh’abufe 
Of  eating  ruft  ) wants  vigour  to  fulfil 
Her  twelve  hours  task,  and  fhew  her  makers  skill , 
But  idly  flecps  unmov’d  , and  flandeth  vainly  flill. 


Great  God  , it  is  thy  work  * and  therefore  good. 

If  thou  be  pleas’d  to  deanfc  it  with  thy  Blood  , 

And  wind  it, up  with  rhv  Soul-moving  keys , 

Her  bufie  wheels  fhall  ferve  thee  all  her  days  * (praifi, 
Her  hand  fhall  point  thy  pow’r  , her  hammer  firike  tlif 


S.  BERN 
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S.  BERN.  Serm.  2r.  in  Cant.  , 

Lit  us  run  , let  us  run , but  in  the  favour  of  thy  Ointment , 
i not  in  the  confidence  of  our  merits , nor  in  the  greatnejs  oj  our 
jlrength:  we  trufl  to  run  , but  in  the  multitude  of  thy  mercies  j 
jcr  though  we  ran  and  are  willing , it  is  not  in  him  that  willeth , 
nor  in  him  that  runneth  , but  in  God  that  fJjewetb  Mercy.  0 
lit  thy  Mercy  return  , and  we  will  run  : Toon,  lil>e  a Gy  ant , 
mntjl  by  thy  own  power  > we , unlefs  thy  Ointment  breath  upon 
U,  cannot  run. 


,\ 


EPIC.  t. 

look  not , my  Watch , being  once  repair’d  to  Hand 
hxpe&ing  motion  from  thy  Maker’s  hand : 

H as  wound  thee  up,  and  cleans’d  thy  Cogs  with  blood; 
h now  thv  wheels  Hand  Hill  thou  art  not  good* 
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IX. 


Book  IV 


0 that  thau,  wert  as  myi>  rather,  that. 
SutkecL  the  % refts  of  my  Mother.  Cant:  8 
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IX. 


CANTICLES  8.  i. 


0 that  thou  wert  as  my  Brother  , that  fucked 


the  breajis  of  my  Mother  $ 


find  thee  without , 1 would  kifs  thee . 


i. 


COme,  come,  my  blefled  Infant,  and  immure  thee 
Within  the  Temple  of  my  facred  arms  *, 

Secure  mine  arms , mine  arms  fhall  then  fecure  thee 
From  Herod? s fury , or  the  High-Priefts  harms : 

Or  if  thy  danger’d  life  fuflain  a lofs , 

My  folded  arms  fhall  turn  thy  dying  crofs. 


2. 


But  ah;  what  favage  Tyrant  can  behold 
The  beauty  of  fo  fvveet  a face  , as  this  is , 

And  not  himfelf  be  by  himfelf  controuTd  , 

And  change  his  fury  to  a thoufand  kiffes  ? 

One  fmile  of  thine  is  worth  more  Mines  of  treafure 
Than  there  be  Myriads  in  the  days  of  Cafar* 


0,  had  the  Tetrarcb^  as  he  knew  by  birth, 

So  known  thy  flock , he  had  not  fought  to  paddle 
In  thy  dear  Blood  ; but  proflrate  on  the  Earth 
Had  vail’d  his  Crown  before  thy  Royal  Cradle  , 

And  laid  the  Scepter  of  his  glory  down  , 

And  begg’d  a Heavenly  for  an  Earthly  Crown. 
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Illuftrious  Babe  1 how  is  thy  handmaid  grac'd 
With  a rich  armful ! how  doft  thou  decline 
Thy  M a jelly  , that  wert  fo  late  embrac’d 

In  thy  great  Fathers  arms,  and  now  in  mine! 

How  humbly  gracious  art  thou  , to  refrefh 
Me  with  thy  Spirit , and  aluimc  my  flcfh  ! 

r 

5* 

But  muff  the  treafon  of  a traitour’s  Hail 
Ahufe  the  fweetnefs  o t thefe  ruby  lips  ? 

Shall  marble  hearted  cruelty  aflail 

Thefe  Alabafier  Tides  with  knotted  whips  ? 

And  mufk  thefe  fmiling  Rofes  entertain 
The  blows  of  (corn,  and  rturtsol  bafe  difdain  ? 

■i  , « ■ j % 

/ 

Ah  ! muff  thefe  dainty  little  fprings  that  twine 
So  fad  about  thy  neck  , be  pierc’d  and  torn 
With  ragged  nails  ? and  muft  thefe  brows  re fign 
Their  Crown  of  Glory  for  a crown  of  thorn  ? 

Ah  , muff  the  bleBcd  infant  tafle  the  pain 
Of  deaths  injurious  pangs  j nay  worfe  , be  (lain? 

t * 

7- 

Sweet  Babe  ! At  what  dear  rates  do  wretched  ! 

Commit  a Sin  1 Lord  , ev’ry  fin’s  a dart  * 

And  ev’ry  trefpafs  lets  a javelin  flie  ; 

And  ev’ry  javelin  wounds  thy  bleeding  heart : 

Pardon,  fweet  Babe,  what  I have  done  amifs^ 

And  feal  that  granted  pardon  with  a kifs. 
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1.  Book  IV. 

BONA  VENT.  Soliloqu.  Chap.  1 . 

0 front  Jefu,  I fyiew  not  that  thy  fyffes  were  fo  [rveet,nor  thy 
foeietyfo  deleftable , nor  thy  attraction  jo  virtual  : For  when 
1 love  thee,  lam  clean',  when  I touch  thee  > 1 am  c'oalle 
rvbtn  J receive  thee,  1 am  a l/irgin : 0 mo(i  frveet  Jefu  , thy 
imbrues  defile  not , hut  cleanje  j thy  attraction  polluteth  not  but 
fanftifieth  : 0 Jefu  the  fountain  oj  univerfal  frveetnefs  , pardon 
me  that  I believed  fo  late , that  Jo  much  frveetnefs  is  in  thy  em- 
braces. 


:■ 


E P I G.  9. 

My  burthen's  greateft : let  not  Atlas  boaft : 

Impartial  Reader , judge  which  bears  the  rnoft  : 

He  bears  but  Heav’n  , my  folded  arms  fuftain 
Ifc^v’ns  maker,  whom  Heav’ns  Heav'n  cannot  contain., 

* 4 
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X. 

CANTICLES  j. 

In  my  bed  by  night  I fought  him  whom  my  Soul 
loveth  5 l fought  him  , but  I found  hint 
not. 

TH  E learned  Cynick  having  loft  the  way 
To  honeft  men  , did  in  the  height  of  day, 

By  Taper-light , divide  his  fteps  about 
The  peopled  ftreets  to  find  this  Dainty  out ; 

But  fail’d  : The  Cynick  fearch’d  not  where  he  ought: 

The  thing  he  fought  for  , was  not  where  lie  fought. 

The  Wife-mens  task  (eem’d  harder  to  be  done  , 

The  Wife-men  did  by  Star-light  feek  the  Sun  , 

And  found : the  Wife-men  fearch’d  it  where  they  ought ; 
The  thing  he  hop’d  to  find  was  where  they  fought. 

One  feeks  his  wifhes  where  he  fhould  ; but  then 
Perchance  he  feeks  not  as  he  fhould  , nor  when. 

Another  fearches  when  he  fhould  *,  but  there 
He  fails  j not  feeking  as  "he  fhould  , nor  where : 

Whofe  Soul  defires  the  good  it  wants , and  would 
Obtain  , muft  feek  Where , As , and  When  he  fhould. 

How  often  have  my  wild  affe&ions  led 
My  wafted  Soul  to  this  my  widow’d  bed  , 

To  feek  my  lover  , whom  my  Soul  defires? 

( I lpeak  not , Cupid , of  thy  wanton  fires : 

Thy  fires  are  all  but  dr>  ing  fparks  to  mine  *, 

My  flames  are  full  of  Heav’n,  and  all  Divine) 

How  often  have  I fought  this  bed  of  Night , 

To  find  that  greater  by  this  leffer  Light ! 


Kow 
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How  oft  have  my  umvitneft  groans  lamented 
Thy  dearefi  abfence  ! Ah  , how  often  vented 
The  bitter  tempefls  of  defpairing  breath  , 

And  tofl  my  Soul  upon  the  waves  of  death ! 

How  often  has  my  melting  heart  made  choice 
Of  blent  tears  ( rears  louder  than  a voice  ) 

To  plead  my  grief,  and  woo  thy  abfent  ear  ! 

And  yet  thou  wilt  not  come  , thou  wilt  not  hear; 

0 is  thy  wonted  love  become  fo  cold  ? 

Or  do  mine  Eyes  not  feek  thee  where  they  fhould  1 
Why  do  I feek  thee  , if  thou  arr  not  here  ? 

Or  find  thee  not , if  thou  art  ev’ry  where  ? 

1 fee  my  errour , it  is  not  Flrange  F could  not 

Find  out  my  love:  I fought  him  where  I Ih&uld  not. 

Thou  art  not  found  in  downy  beds  of  eafe ; 

Alas  , thy  mufick  firikes  on  harder  keys: 

Nor  art  thou  found  by  that  falfe  feeble  Light 
Of  Natures  candle  , our  Egyptian  Night 
Is  more  than  common  darknels ; nor  can  we 
Expert  a morning  , but  what  breaks  from  thee  , 

Well  may  my  empty  bed  bewail  thy  lofs , 

When  thou  art  lodg’d  upon  thy  fhameful  crofs  : 

If  thou  refufe  to  fhare  a bed  with  me  , 

We’J  never  part , Til  Fhare  a croFs  with  thee. 


ANSELM 
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ANSELM  ii)  Protolog.  f . 

zW , if  thou  art  not  prefent , where  fhall  i fet{ > thee  abfent  ? 
if  every  where , why  do  I not  fee  thee  prtjent  ? Thou  dwelieft  in, 
light  ina  cefftble } and  where  u that  inacctffiole  light  ? Or  how 
jhail  i have  accefs  to  Light  inicctjjible  ? 1 befeech  thee.  Lord  % 
teach  mi  to  J(>  k thee , arid  fhew  thy  Jelf  to  the  feeder  becanfe  [ 
can  neither  feefi  thee , unlefs  thou  teach  me , nor  find  thee , unlefs 
thou  fhew  thy  felj  to  me : Let  me  fit ^ thee , in  de firing  thee , 
and  defire  thee  in  leekjng  thee } Let  me  find  thee  in  loving  thee , 
and  love  thee  in  finding  thee . 


EP  1 G.  le. 

Where  fhouldft  thou  feek  for  reft , but  in  thy  bed  ? 
But  now  thy  reft  is  gone,  thy  reft  is  fled : 

’Tis  vain  to  feek  him  there  : My  Soul  be  wife  ; 

Go  ask  thy  fin’s  $ they’ll  tell  thee  , where  he  lies. 
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attdyjor  ab^uty  cittic  injyStrcctcs 
rvitycsl  tt'illjbckc  him  whom  my 
t/rth.  . ctr:  Cant  2. . 9 
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XI. 

1 

CANTICLES  3.  a. 

1 will  rife  , and  go  about  the  City  , and  mil 
feel { him , mohvp  my  Soul  loveth  : 1 fought 
him  j but  I found  him  not. 


« t. 

OHow  my  difappointed  Soul’s  perplext ! 

How  reftlefs  thoughts  fwarm  in  my  troubled  breft  ! 
How  vainly  pleas’d  with  hopes , then  crofly  vext 
With  fears ! And  how  betwixt  them  both  diftrefH 
What  place  is  left  unranfack’d  ? Oh  , where  next 
Shall  I go  feek  the  Author  of  my  reft  ? 

Of  what  b’efs’c.  Angel  fhall  my  lips  enquire 
The  undifcover’d  way  to  that  entire 
And  everlafting  folace  of  my  hearts  defire  ? 

Look  how  the  ftricken  Hart  that  wounded  flies 
Ov’r  hills  and  dales,  and  feeks  the  lower  grounds 
For  running  ftreams , the  whilft  his  weeping  Eyes 
Bcgfiknt  Mercy  from  the  following  Hounds ; 

At  length  , emboft  , he  droops , drops  down  , and  lies 
Beneath  the  burthen  of  his  bleeding  wounds : 

Ev’n  fo  my  gafping  Soul , diftolv  d in  tears , 

Doth  fearch  for  thee,  my  God,  whofe  deafned  ears 
Leave  me  th’ unranfom’d  Pris’ner  to  my  panick  fears. 

where 
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Where  have  mv  bufie  Eyes  not  pry’d  ? O where  , 

Of  whom  hath  not  my  threri- hare  tongue  demanded  ? 

I fcarch’ci  this  glorious  City  *,  he’s  no*-  here: 

I fought  the  Country  } fhe  (lands  empty  handed  j 
I fc  arch'd  the  Court ; he  is  a Granger  there : 

I ask’d  the  land  he’s  (hipp’d  : tht  Tea  *,  he’s  landed  : 
I climb’d  the  air , my  thoughts  began  r’afpire  j 
But  ah  ! the  wings  of  my  too  bold  defire  , 

Soaring  too  near  the  Sun  , were  findg’d  with  facred  fire. 


4* 

1 mov’d  the  Merchant’s  car ; alas , but  he 
Knew  neither  what  T faid  , nor  what  to  fay . 

I ask’d  the  Lawyer,  he  demands  a fee, 

And  then  demurs  me  with  a vain  delay: 

I ask’d  the  Schoolman : his  advice  was  free , 

But  fcor’d  me  out  too  intricate  a way : 

I ask’d  the  Watch  man  ( heft  of  all  the  four  ) 
Whofc  gentle  anfwer  could  refolve  no  more  , 

But  that  he  lately  lefc  him  at  the  Temple  door. 

. / 5. 

Thus  having  fought,  and  made  my  great  inqueft 
In  cv’ry  place  , and  fearch’d  in  ev’ry  ear  : 

I threw  me  on  my  bed  j but  ah ! my  reft 

Was  poifon’d  with  th’  extremes  of  grief  and  fear , 
Where  looking  down  into  my  troubled  breft , 

The  Magazine  of  wounds , l found  him  there : 

Let  others  hunt , and  fhew  their  f portful  Art* 

T wifh  to  catch  the  Hare  before  fhe  ftart , 

As  hoteliers  ufe  to  do  *,  Heuv’us  Form’s  a troubled  hearts 
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S.  AMBROS.  lib.  3.  de  Virg. 

Chrift  is  not  in  the  market , nor  in  the  flreets  : for  Chrift  is 
Vena,  in  the  market  are  (irijes  : Chrifi  is  Juft  ice , in  the 
warty  is  iniquity:  Chrifi  is  a labourer  , in  the  warty  is 
idleuefs  : Cbift  is  Charity  , in  the  marty  is  (lander  : Chrifi 
is  Faith  , in  the  marty  is  fraud:  Let  us  not  therefore  j a £ 
Chrift  , tp/jfr*  cannot  find  Chrift . 

S.  HI  EROM.  Scr.  9.  Ep.  22.  ad  Euftoch. 

Jefits  is  jealous:  Ht  veil!  not  have  thy  face  [sen  : Ut  fooUft 
Virgins  ramble  abroad , (eef_  thou  thy  love  at  borne. 


\ 


E P IG.  11, 


What  Iof€  thv  love  ? will  n * ' ' ' 

Receive  him  ? Not  by  tecr 
It  is  'he  Ship  that  moves  , ; 

I fear , I fear  , my  Sonl , 


» 


Emblentet, 


Book  IV. 


xir. 


x II. 


Emblems. 

* 


233 


Book  IV. 


XII. 

CANTICLES  3.  3. 

Have  j oh  feen  him  whom  my  Soul  lovethfwben 
I hafl  a little  from  them , then  I found  him , 
/ toobjhold  on  him 0 and  left  him  not . 


i. 

WHat  fecret  corner  ? What  unwonted  way 

Has  fcap’d  the  raniack  of  my  rambling  thought  ? 
The  Fox  by  night , nor  the  dull  Owl  by  day  , 

Have  never  fearch’d  thofe  places  I have  fought , 

Whilft  they  lamented  , abfence  taught  my  bread 
The  ready  road  to  grief,  without  requeft  j 
My  day  had  neither  comfort , nor  tny  night  had  red. 

2. 

How  had  my  unregarded  language  vented 
The  fad  tautologies  of  lavifli  padion; 

How  often  have  I languifh’d  unlamented ! 

How  oft  have  I complain'd  , without  compaffion  ! 

I ask’d  the  City-watch,  but  fome  deny’d  me 
The  common  dreet,  whild:  others  would  ntifguide  me, 
Some  would  debar  me  j fome,  divert  me  \ fome,  deride  me. 

3- 

Mark  how  the  widow’d  Turtle  , having  loft 
The  faithful  partner  of  her  loyal  heart , 

Stretches  her  feeble  wings  from  coaft  to  coaft  , 

Haunts  ev’ry  path  *,  thinks  every  fhade  doth  part 
Her  abfent  Love  , and  her  j at  length  unfped  , 

She  re-betakes  her  to  her  lonelv  bed  , 

And  there  bewails  her  everlading  Widow-head- 

O So 
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So  when  my  Soul  had  progrefl  ev’ry  place  , 

That  love  and  dear  afFefiion  could  contrive  , 

I threw  me  on  my  couch  , refolv’d  t’  embrace 
A death  for  him  in  whom  I ceas’d  to  live : 

Eut  there  injurious  Hymen  did  prefent 
His  landskip  ioys  *,  tny  pickled  E\cs  did  vent 
Full  dreams  of  Briny  tears , tears  never  to  be  fpen 

Whilft  thus  my  forrow-wafting  Soul  was  feed: 

Upon  the  rad’cal  humour  of  her  thought  t 

Ev  n whilft  mine  Eyes  were  blind,  and  heart  as  bleeding , 
He  that  was  fought, unfound,  was  found,  unfought: 

As  if  the  Sun  fhould  dart  his  orbe  of  Light 
Into  the  fecrets  of  the  black-brow’d  Night ; 

Ev’n  fo  appear’d  my  Love,  my  foie,  my  Souls  delight. 

6. 

O how  mine  Eyes  now  ravifh’d  at  the  fight 
Of  my  bright  Sun-fhot  flames  of  equal  fire  / 

Ah  ! how  my  Soul  diflolv’d  with  oY-delight , 

To  re-enjoy  the  Crown  of  chaft  defire  ? 

How  fov’reign  joy  depos’d  and  difpoffeft 

Rebellious  grief!  And  how  my  ravifh’d  bread 

But  who  can  prefs  thofe  heights,  that  cannot  be  expreft? 

7* 

O how  thefe  arms  , thefe  greedy  arms  did  twine , 

And  ftrongly  rwift  about  his  yielding  waft  ! 

The  lappy  branches  of  the  Thefpian  Vine , 

Nev’r  ding’d  their  lefs  beloved  Elm  fo  fad  ; 

Boaft  not  thy  flames,  blind  boy,  thy  feather’d  fiiot ; 
Let  Hymens eafie  fnarles  be  quite  forget: 

Time  cannot  quench  our  fires , nor  death  diffolve  our  knot*' 
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0 R I G.  Horn.  10.  in  divcrf. 

0 mjl  holy  Lord  ! and  fweetejl  Mafler  , how  good  art  tho * 
tothofi  that  are  of  upright  heart  , and  humble  Spirit  ! O how 
hh fid  are  they  that  fee£  thee  with  a fimple  heart ! How  happy 
that  trull  in  thee ! It  is  a mo(l  certain  truth , that  thou  love(i 
all  that  love  thee , and  never  for f albeit  thofe  that  truft  in  thee : 
For  behold  thy  Love  (imply  fought  thee , and  undoubtedly  found 
thee:  Sbetrujled  in  thee , and  is  not  forfal*en  of  thee , but  hath 
obtained  more  by  thee , than  fie  expelled  from  thee . 

B E D A in  cap.  3.  Cant. 

1 . ’ 

7'rt  longer  1 was  in  finding  whom  l fought , the  more  eartisf* 
Ijl  held  him  being  found. 


i . 1 


EPIC.  12. 


What?  found  him?  let  ftrong  embraces  bind  him  5 
He’l  die  perchance , where  tears  can  never  find  him. 
New  Sins  will  lofc , what  old  repentance  gains* 
Wifdom  not  only  gets , but  got  retains. 
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It  is  jjoo  Ijfor  me  to  dram  ne are  to  the 
Lord, I have  pit  mytnijbmyLord  God. 
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XIII. 


PSALM  72.  28. 

It  is  good  for  me  to  draw  near  to  God 5 I have 
put  my  truji  in  the  Lord  God . 


t \ J Here  is  that  Good,  which  wife-men  pleafe  to  call 
V V The  chiefefl  ? Doth  there  any  fuch  hefal 
Within  mans  reach  ? or  is  there  fuch  a Good  at  all  ? 


If  fuch  there  be,  it  neither  tnuft  expire , 

Nor  change  * than  which  there  can  be  nothing  higher : 
Such  good  muft  be  the  utter  point  of  man’s  defire. 


It  is  the  Mark  , to  which  all  hearts  muft  tend  ; 
Can  be  defired  for  no  other  end  , 

Than  for  it  felf , on  which  all  other  Goods  depend- 


What  may  this  Excellent  be  ? doth  it  fubfift 
A real  Effence  clouddd  in  the  midft 
Of  curious  Arc , or  clear  to  ev’ry  Eye  that  lift  ? 

Or  is’t  a tart  Idea  , to  procure 

An  edg , and  keep  the  pra&ick  Soul  in  ure  , 

Like  that  dear  Chymick  duft  , or  puzling  Quadrature  ? 

Where  fhall  I feek  this  ? Where  fhall  I find 
This  Cath’lick  pleafure , whofe  extreams  may  bind 
My  thoughts  ? and  fill  the  gulf  of  my  infatiate  mind  ? 

Lies  it  in  Treafure  ? In  full  heaps  untold  ? 

Doth  gowty 'Mmmon'%  griping  hand  infold 
This  faqred  Saint  in  facred  fhrines  of  fov’reign  gold  ? 


No 


q%8  Emblemes.  Book  IV. 

No , no  5 flic  lies  net  there  ; wealth  ofeen  fours 
Tn  keeping ; makes  us  hers , in  feetning  ours ; 

She  Hides  from  Heav’n  indeed,  but  not  in  Danaes  (bowers. 

Lives  flic  in  honour  ? no.  The  Royal  Crown 
Builds  up  a creature  , and  then  batters  down  : 

Kings  raife  thee  with  a fmile,  and  raze  thee  with  a frown. 

In  pleafure  ? no.  Pleafure  begins  in  rage  ; 

Ads  the  fools  part  on  earth's  uncertain  Hage  j 
Begins  the  Play  in  youth  , and  Epilogues  in  age. 

Thefe,  thefe  are  Baflard  goods ; the  beft  of  thefe 
Torment  the  Soul  with  pleafing  it,  and  pleafe 
Like  water’s  gulp’d  in  feavers  with  deceitful  eafe. 

Earths  fiatc’ring  dainties  are  but  fweet  diftreffes: 
Mole-hills  perform  the  mountains  fhe  profelTes , 

Alas,  can  Earth  confer  more  good  than  Earth  polieffes  ? 

Mount,  mount  my  Soul,  and  let  my  thoughts  cafhier 
Earth’s  vain  delights , and  make  the  full  cariere 
At  Heav’r.s  eternal  joys  5 Hop,  Hop,  thy  Courfer  there. 

f ■ 

There  fhall  thy  Soul  poffefs  uncareful  treafure  , 

There  (halt  thou  fwim  in  never-fading  pleafure  : 

And  blaze  in  honour  far  above  the  frowns  of 

Lord  , if  my  hope  dare  let  her  anchor  fall 
On  thee  , the  chiefeft  Good  , no  need  to  call 
For  Earths  inferiour  trafh ; Thou,  thou  art  All  in  Aik 
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S.  A U G U S T.  Soliloqu.  Cap.  i g. 

1 follow  this  thing  1 purfue  that , but  am  filled  with  no- 
thing.  But  when  I found  thee , who  art  that  immutable , in- 
divided , and  only  good  , in  my  [elf , ivbat  I obtained  , 
wanted  not  $ /ar  w/jit  I obtained  not , / grieved  not  i r 
tfjwf  / nw  poffefi  , wy  w/W?  defire  was  fatisfied. 

S.  BERN.  Ser.  9.  fup.  beati  qui  habcnr,  &c. 

Lff  others  pretend  merit : let  him  brag  of  the  burthen  of  thf 
day : let  him  boafi  of  his  Sabbath  fafis,  and  let  him  glory  that 
he  is  not  as  other  men  : bat  for  me , it  is  good,  to  cleave  unto 
the  lord , and  to  put  my  trnjl  in  my  Lord  God. 


} 

1 


EPIG.  rg. 

Let  Boreas  blafts , and  Neptunes  waves  be  join’d  , 

Thy  Eoliis  commands  the  waves , the  wind : 

Fear  not  the  Rocks  or  Worlds  imperious  waves: 

Thou  climb’ft  a rock  ( my  Soul  ) a rock  that  laves. 

: Q.4  XIV. 
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XIV. 

/ 

CANTICLES  2.  £ 


I fat  under  his  fhaderv  with  great  ddight^and 
his  fruit  was  fweet  to  my  tajie. 


. 1. 

LOok  bow  the  fheep , wfrofc  rambling  fteps  do  ftray 
From  rhe  fafe  bleffing  of  her  Shepherds  Eyes , 
Eftfoon  becomes  the  unprotected  prey 
To  the  wing’d  fquadron  of  bdeagring  files ; 

Where  {weltered  with  the  fcorching  beams  of  day  , 

She  frhks  from  bufh  to  brake  , and  wildly  Mies 
From  her  own  felf , ev’n  of  her  fclf  afraid  , 

She  fhrouds  her  troubled  brows  in  ev’ry  glade  , 

And  craves  the  Mercy  of  the  feft  removing  lhade. 

2. 

Ev’n  fc  my  wandring  Soul , that  hath  digreft 
From  her  great  Shepherd , is  the  hourly  prey 
Of  all  my  Sins.  Thefe  vultures  in  my  breaft 
Gripe  my  Promethean  heart  both  night  and  day  m, 

I hunt  from  place  to  place  , but  find  no  reft  *, 

I know  not  where  to  go  , nor  where  to  ftay  : 

The  Eye  of  vengeance  burns , her  flames  invade 
My  fweit’ring  Soul  : My  Soul  hath  oft  afiai’d, 

Yet  fhe  can  find  no  fhroud  , but  fhe  can  feel  no  fnade , 

I fought 
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I fought  the  dudes  ef  Mirth , to  wear  away 
My  How  pac’d  hours  of  Soul  confuming  grief  j 
I fearch'd  the  dudes  of  deep  , to  eafe  my  day 
Of  griping  forrows  with  a nights  reprief  j 
I fought  the  (hades  of  death  : rhoughr there  t’allay 
My  final  torments  with  a full  relief: 

Bur  mirth,  nor  deep,  nor  death,  can  hide  my  hours 
In  the  falfe  (hades  of  their  deceitful  bowrs ; 

The  firft  diftrads,  the  next  disturbs,  the  lad:  devours. 


4- 

Where  (hall  I turn  ? To  whom  fhall  I apply  me  ? 

Arc  there  no  dreams  where  a faint  Soul  may  wade  ? 
Thv God-head,  Jcfus,  are  the  flames  that  fry  me*, 
Hath  thy  All-giorious  Deity  never  a (hade  , 

Where  I may  fit  and  vengeance  never  Eye  me  ; 
Where  I might  fit  refrdh’d  or  unafraid  ? 

Is  there  no  comfort  ? Is  there  no  refedion  ? 

Is  there  no  cover  that  will  give  protedion 
T’  a fainting  Soul , the  fub)e&  of  thy  wraths  reflexion? 

Look  up , my  Soul , advance  the  lowly  dature 
Of  thy  fad  thoughts ; advance  thy  humble  Eye  : 

See  here’s  a fhadow  found  : The  humane  nature 
*"■  Is  made  th'Umbella  to  the  Deity  , 

To  catch  the  Sun-hcams  of  thy  jud  Creator  .* 

Beneath  this  covert  thou  maid  fafely  lie : 

Permit  thine  Eyes  to  climb  this  fruitful  Tree, 

As  quick  Ziehens  did  , and  thou  fhaltfee 
A cloud  of  dying  flefh  betwixt  thofe  beams  aud  thee. 
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G U I L.  in  cap.  2.  Cant. 

Tf’ho  can  endure  the  pfrce  rdyes  of  the  Sun  of  Juflicr  ? Who 
fhall-not  be  confumed  by  his  beans  ? Therefore  the  Sun  of  Juftice 
too^fejJ),  that  through  the  conjunction  of  that  Sun  and  this  hu- 
mane Body  a (hadotv  may  be  made. 

S.  A IIGUS  T.  Med.  cap.  37. 

Lord , let  my  Soul  fee  porn  the  (torching  thoughts  of  the 
World  under  the  covert  oj  thy  wings  , that  being  rtfrefoed  by  the 
moderation  of  iky  fbaiorv  , foe  may  png  merrily  , In  peace  will 
I lay  me  down  and  ref. 


/ 


t 

/ 


E PIG.  14. 

Ah,  treach’rous  Soul,  would  not  thy  pleafnrec  give 
That  Lord  , which  made  the  living  , leave  to  live  ? 
See  what  thy  fins  have  done  : thy  fins  have  made 
The  Sun  of  Glory  now  become  thy  fiiade. 
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XV. 


PSALM  137.  4. 

/ 

How  Jhall  we  Jing  a fottg  of  the  Lord  in  a 

ftrange  Land  .<? 

« 

* ■ • 1 • 

URge  me  no  more : this  airy  mirth  belongs 
To  better  times : thefe  times  are  not  for  fongs. 

The  fprightly  twang  of  the  melodious  Lute 
Agrees  not  with  my  voice  : and  both  unfute 
My  untun’d  fortunes : the  affe&cd  meafure 
Of  ftrains , that  are  conftrain’d  , afford  no  pleafure, 

Mufick’s  the  Child  of  Mirth  *,  where  griefs  aflail 
The  Troubled  Soul , both  voice  , and  fingers  fail: 

Let  fuch  as  ravel  out  their  lavifh  dayes , 

In  honourable  riot ",  that  can  raife 
Deje&ed  hearts , and  conjure  up  a fp’rit 
Of  madnefs  by  the  Magick  of  delight  * 
let  thofe  of  Cupids  Hofpital , that  lie 
Impatient  Patients  to  a fmiling  Eye  , 

That  cannot  reft  , until  vain  hope  beguile 
Their  flatter’d  torment  with  a wanton  fmile  •, 

Let  fuch  redeem  their  peace , and  falve  the  wrongs 
Of  froward  Fortune  with  their  frolick  fongs  : 

My  grief,  my  grief’s  too  great  for  fmiling  Eyes 
To  cure , or  counter-charms  to  exorcife. 

The  Ravens  difmal  croaks,  the  midnight  howls 
Of  empty  Wolves  mixt  with  the  fcreech  of  Owls , 

The  nine  fad  knolls  of  a dull  pafling  Bell , 

With  the  loud  language  of  a nightly  knell , 

And 


r 


/ 
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And  horrid  out-cries  of  revenged  crimes , 

Join’d  in  a medley’s  muhekfor  rhefe  rimes  ; 

Tliefe  are  no  times  to  touch  the  merry  firing 
Of  OrfMM  ; no  , tliefe  are  no  times  to  ting. 

Can  hide-bound  Pris’ners,that  have  fpent  their  Souls, 

And  famiih’d  bodies  in  the  noifome  holes 

Of  hell  black  dungeons , apt  their  rougher  throats , 

Grown  hoarfe  with  begging  alms , to  warble  notes? 

Can  the  fad  Pilgrim,  that  liath  iofl  his  way 
Jnthevaft  defart  ; there  condemn’d  a prey 
To  the  wild  fubjeft , or  his  favage  King  , 

Kouze  up  his  palfie  fmitten  Spirits , and  fing  ? 

Can  I a Pilgrim , and  a Pris’ner  too , 

( Alas ) where  I am  neither  known , nor  know 
Ought  but  my  torments , an  unranfom’d  Arranger 
in  this  ftrange  climate , in  a land  of  danger  ? 

O , can  my  voice  be  pleafant  or  my  hand  , 

Thus  made  a Pris’ncr  to  a foreign  land  ? 

How  can  my  mufick  rtlifh  in  your  ears , 

That  cannot  fpcak  for  fobs , nor  fing  for  tears  ? 

All,  if  my  voice  could  , Orpheus-like,  unfpel 
My  poor  Eurydicz , my  Soul , from  Hell 
Of  Earths  mifeondru’d  Heaven  , O then  my  bread: 

Should  warble  airs,  vvhofe  rhapfodies  fhould  feaft 
The  ears  of  Seraphims,  and  entertain 
Ideav’ns  higheft  Deity  with  their  lofty  ft  rain , 

A drain  well  drench’d  in  the  true  Thefpian  Well, 

Till  then , Earths  Semiquaver , mirth , Farewel. 
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S.  A U G U S T.  Med.  cap.  33. 

0 infinitely  happy  are  thore  heavenly  virtues  which  are  able 
to  praife  thee  in  holinefs  and  purity  , with  exctjjive  fweetnefs 
and  inalterable  exultation  ! From  thence  they  praije  thee , from 
whence  they  rejoice , becanfe  they  continually  fee  for  what  they 
rejoice , for  what  they  praife  thee:  But  we  prej}  down  with 
this 'burthen  offlefh  , far  removed  from  thy  countenance  in  this 
pilgrimage , and  blown  up  with  worldly  vanities , cannot 
worthily  praife  thee : it  e praife  thee  by  Faith  j not  face  to  face  : 
but  thofe  Angelical  Spirits  praife  thee  jace  to  face , and  not  by 
Faith. 


RPIG.  r$. 

bid  I refute  to  Sing  ? faid  I thefe  times 
Were  not  for  fongs  ? nor  mufick  for  thefe  climes  ? 
It  was  my  errour : aie  not  groans  and  tears 
Harmonious  raptures  in  til’  Almighty’s  ear 


t\"  V I. 


/ 


xvi. 
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CANTICLES  5.  8. 

I charge  you  , 0 daughters  of  Jerufalem  , if 
you  find  my  beloved , that  yon  tell  him  that 
I am  fick  of  love. 


t . 

YO  U holy  Virgins , that  fo  oft  furround 

The  cities  Sapphire  walls,  whole  fnowy  feet 
Meafure  the  pearly  paths  of  facred  ground 
And  trace  the  new  Jerus’lems  Jaiper  ftreet  5 
Ah , you  whofe  care-forfaken  hearts  are  crown’d 
With  your  beft  wilhes y that  enjoy  the  fweet 
Of  all  your  hopes  y If  e’re  you  chance  to  fpie 
My  abfent  Love,  O tell  him  that  I lie 
Deep  wounded  with  the  flames  thatfurnac'd  from  his  Eye. 

2. 

1 charge  you , Virgins,  as  you  hope  to  hear 
The  heav’nly  raufick  of  your  Lovers  voice  $ 

I charge  you  by  the  folemn  Faith  you  bear 
To  plighted  vows,  and  to  that  loyal  choice 
Of  your  affeftions , or , if  ought  more  dear 
You  hold  by  Hymen  , by  your  marriage  joyes , 

I charge  you  tell  him , that  a flaming  dart , 

Shot  from  his  Eye  hath  pierc’d  my  bleeding  heart  j 
And  I am  fick  oflove , and  languilh  ia  my  fmarc. 

R 


Tell 
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Tell  him , O tell  him , how  my  panting  bread 

Is  fcorch’d  with  flames,  and  how  my  Soul  is  pin’d ; 
Tell  him O tell  him , how  I lie  oppreft 
With  the  full  torments  of  a troubled  mind  \ 

O tell  him  , tell  him  , that  he  loves  in  jeft , 

But  T in  earnefl: } tell  him  he’s  unkind  : 

But  if  a difcontented  frown  appears 
Upon  his  angry  brow  , accoft  his  Ears 
With  foft  and  fewer  words , and  aft  the  reft  in  tears. 

' 4* 

O tell  him , that  his  cruelties  deprive 

My  Soul  of  peace , while  peace  in  vain  fhe  feeks  5 
Tell  him  thofe  damask  rofes , that  did  drive 

With  white  , both  fade , upon  my  fallow  cheeks » 
Tell  him  , no  token  doth  proclaim  I live , 

Eut  tears,  and  fighs,  and  fobs , and  fudden  fhrieks* 
Thus  if  your  piercing  words  fhould  chance  to  bore 
His  hearkning  ear , and  move  a figh  , give  ore 
To  fpeak  s and  tell  him-Tell  him , that  I could  no  more. 

5* 

If  your  elegious  breath  fhould  hap  to  rouze 
A happy  tear , clofe  harb’ring  in  his  Eye , 

Then  urge  his  plighted  Faith  , the  facred  vows , 

Which  neither  I can  break , nor  he  deny  $ 

Eewail  the  torments  of  his  loyal  fpoufe , 

That  for  his  fake  would  make  a fport  to  die : 

O bleffed  Virgins  how  my  paffion  tires 
Beneath  the  burthen  of  her  fond  defires! 

Heav’n  never  fhot  fnch  flames , Earth  never  felt  fuch  fires 
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S.  AUGUST.  Med.  cap.  40. 

Ufoti  [hall  l fa  • what  [hall  I do  ? Whither  [hall  1 go  ? 
where  (hall  l fee^  him  ? Or  when  [hall  I find  him  ? whom  (hall 
]as{ [I  who  will  tell  my  beloved  that  l am  fic £ of  Love  ? 

G U L I E L.  in  cap.  $.  Cant. 

I Hut,  but  not  l:  it  is  my  beloved  that  livetb  in  me : I love 
itilfelf,  not  with  my  own  love , but  with  the  love  of  my  be- 
loved that  loveth  me : 1 love  not  my  [elf  in  my  felf , but  my  [elf 
in  him , and  him  in  me . 


EP  1G.  I. 

9 

Grieve  not  ( my  Soul ) nor  let  thy  love  wax  taint  ? 
Weep’ft  thou  to  lofe  the  caufe  of  thy  complaint  ? 
He’ll  come  *,  Love  ne’r  was  bound  to  times  nor  laws: 
till  then  thy  tears  complain  without  a caule. 
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CANTICLES  2.  5. 


Sty  m with  flowers  , and  comfort  me  with 
apples  , for  I am  flckypith  love , 

1. 

0 Tyrant  love ! how  doth  thy  fov’reign  pow’r 
Subjeft  poor  Souls  to  thy  imperious  thralh 
They  fay , thy  cupYcom pos’d  of  fvveet  and  fowcr » 

They  fay  , thy  diet’s  hony  mixt  with  gall  j 
How  comes  it  then  to  pafs,  thefe  lips  of  ours 
Still  trade  in  bitter  , taft  no  fweet  at  all  ? 

0 Tyrant  love ! Shall  our  perpetual  toil* 

Net  find  a Sabbath  to  refrefh  a while  ( fmik  ? 

Our  drooping  Souls  ? Art  thou  all  frowns , and  ne’r  a 

/ 

2. 

You  blefled  Maids  of  honour  that  frequent 
The  Royal  courts  of  our  renown’d  Jehove  , 

With  flow’rs  reftore  my  Spirits  faint  and  fpent  > 

0 fetch  me  apples  from  Loves  fruitful  grove , 

To  cool  my  palate , and  renew  my  fent , 

For  I am  fick  , for  I am  fick  of  love : 

Thefe  will  revive  my  dry  , my  wafted  pow’rs , 

And  they  will  fweeten  my  unfav’ry  hours  ^ 

Reffefh  me  then  with  fruit , and  comfort  me  with  flow’rs. 
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O bring  me  apples  to  affwage  that  fire  , 

Which  ^tna-like  inflames  my  flaming  breaft  j 
Nor  is  it  every  apple  I defire, 

Nor  that  which  pleafes  every  palate  beft ; 

Tis  not  the  lafting  Deuzan  I require  , 

Nor  yet  the  red-cheek’d  Queening  I requeft  j 
Nor  that  which  firft  befhrew’d  the  name  of  wife  , 
Nor  that  whofe  beauty  caus’d  the  golden  flrife  j 
No  , no , bring  me  an  apple  from  the  tree  of  life. 

4.  v < I 

Virgins , tuck  up  your  filken  laps  , and  fill  ye 
With  the  fair  wealth  of  Flora." s Magazine  *, 

The  purple  violet  and  the  pale  fac’d  Lily 
The  pancy  and  the  organ  columbine ; 

The  flowring  thyme , the  gilt-bowl  daffadilly  5 
The  lowly  pink , the  lofty  eglantine : 

The  blufhing  rofe,  the  queen  of  flowers,  and  beft 
Of  Flora" s beauty  } but  above  the  reft , 

Let  Jtjfes  fovereign  flower  perfume  my  qualming  breaft. 


Hafte , Virgins , hafte  , for ! lie  weak  and  faint , 
Beneath  the  pangs  of  love  $ why  Hand  ye  mute, 

As  if  your  filence  neither  car’d  to  grant ; 

Nor  yet  your  language  to  deny  my  fuit  j 
No  key  can  lock  the  door  of  my  complaint , 

Until  I fmell  this  flower  , or  taft  that  fruit ; 

Go,  Virgins,  feek  this  tree,  and  fearch  that  bow’r ; 
O , how  my  Soul  fhali  blefs  that  happy  hour , 

That  brings  to  me  fuch  fruit,  that  brings  me  fuch  a flower. 
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G I S T E N.  in  cap.  2.  Cant.  Expof.  3, 

0 happy  ficfyiefs , where  the  infirmity  is  net  to  death , bat  to 
life , that  God  may  be  glorified  by  it  ! 0 happy  feaver,  that  pro- 
ceeded not  from  a confmingy  but  a calcining  fire ! 0 happy  di - 
ftemper , wherein  the  Soul  relifheth  no  earthly  things , but  only 
favoured  divine  nourifhment ! 

5.  BERN.  Serm.  $1.  in  Cant. 

By  flowers  under  [land  Faith  ; by  fruit , good  worlds : As  the 
flower  or  bloffom  is  before  the  fruit , fo  is  Faith  before  good 
works : So  neither  is  the  Fruit  without  the  flower , nor  good 
works  without  Faith* 


E P I G.  2, 

Why  apples , O my  Soul  ? Can  they  remove , 

The  pangs  of  grief , or  eafe  the  flames  of  love  ? 

It  was  that  fruit  which  gave  the  firft  offence  j 
That  fent  him  hither } that  remov’d  him  hence. 

R 4 I H 
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jit 

CANTICLES  2.  1 6. 

. , ■ -,n 

M)  beloved  is  wine  , and  I am  his  5 He 
feedeth  among  the  Lilies, 


1. 

EV’n  like  two  little  bank-dividing  brooks , 

That  wafh  the  pebbles  with  their  wanton  fire  ams. 

And  having  rang’d  and  fearch’d  a thoufand  nooks. 

Meet  both  at  length  in  Silver-breafted  Thames , 

Where  in  a greater  current  they  conjoyn : 

So  I my  beft  beloved’s  am  ; fo  he  is  mine. 

2. 

Ev’n  fo  we  met ; and  after  long  purfuit , 

Ev’n  fo  we  joyn’d,.  we  both  became  entire  > 

No  need  for  either  to  renew  a fuit , 

For  I was  flax  and  he  was  flames  of  fire  : 

Our  firm  united  Souls  did  more  then  twine  ; 

So  I my  beft-beloved’s  am  j fo  he  is  mine. 

3- 

If  all  thofe  glirt’ringMonarchs  that  command 
The  fervile  quarters  of  this  earthly  ball , 

Should  tender , in  exchange  , their  (hares  ofland  , 

I would  not  change  my  fortunes  for  them  all : 

Their  wealth  is  but  a counter  to  my  coin  ; 

The  World’s  but  theirs ; but  my  beloved’s  mine. 

Nav 


258 


Emblemes . 


Book  V. 


4- 

Nay  more ; if  jtfie  fair  Thefpian  Ladies  all 
Should  heap  together  their  diviner  treafure: 

That  treafure  fhould  be  deem’d  a price  too  fmall 
To  buy  a minutes  leafe  of  half  my  pleafure  ; 

’Tis  not  the  facred  wealth  of  all  the  nine 
Can  buy  my  heart  from  him  , or  his , from  being  mine. 

\ ' 7 % ”•  -'A  ! h'  \ 

\ 

$• 

Nor  Time,  nor  Place,  nor  Chance  , nor  Death catfbow 
My  leaf!  defires  unto  the  lead  remove ; 

He’s  firmly  mine  by  Oath  * I his  by  vow  j 
He’s  mine  by  Faith  *,  and  I am  his  by  love ; 

He’s  mine  by  Water  *,  I am  his  by  wine  *, 

Thus  I my  bed  beloved’s  am  j thus  he  is  mine. 

6. 

He  is  my  Altar ; I , his  holy  Place ; 

I am  his  gued ; and  he , my  living  food  ; 

I’m  his  by  penitence ; he  mine  by  grace  ; 

I’m  his  by  purchafe  j he  is  mine  by  Blood  ; 

He’s  my  fupporting  elm  ; and  I his  vine  : 

Thus  I my  bed  beloved’s  am  ; thus  he  is  mine. 

7- 

t 

He  gives  me  wealth  , I give  him  all  my  vows : 

1 give  him  fongs  *,  he  gives  meiength  of  dayes : 

With  wreaths  of  grace  he  crowns  my^onqu’ring  brows ; 
And  I his  Temples  with  a Crown  of  Praife , 

Which  he  accepts  as  an  ev’rlading  fign , 

Tliat  I my  bed  beloved’s  am  \ that  he  is  mint. 


S.  AUGUST. 
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S.  AUGUST.  Manu.  cap.  24. 

/ 

0 my  Soul  flampt  with  tbs  imag/ of  thy  God , love  him  of 
whom  thou  art  fo  much  beloved  : bend  to  him  that  boweth  to 
thee , fee^him  that  feel^eth  thee : Love  thy  lover , by  whofe  love 
thou  art  prevented  , being  the  caufe  of  thy  love : Be  careful  with 
thofe  that  are  careful , want  with  thofe  that  want  \ be  clean 
with  the  clean  , and  holy  with  the  holy  : choofe  this  friend  a~ 
hove  all  friends , who  when  all  are  taben  away  remaineth  only 
faithful  to  thee:  in  the  day  of  thy  burial , when  all  leave  thee , 
he  will  not  deceive  thee , but  defend  thee  from  the  roaring  Lion : 
prepared  for  their  prey. 


1 


E P I G.  3. 

Sing,  Hymen  , to  my  Soul : what  ? loft  and  found  r 
Welcom’d  , efpous’d  , enjoy’d  fo  foon  , and  crown’d l 
He  did  but  climb  the  Crofs , and  then  came  down 
Toth’  gates  of  Hell 5,  triumph’d,  and  fetch'd  a Crown. 
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IV, 


7am  my  beloveds  > es  his  desire  is 

towards  true.  Cant:  7 Jo  • ft': Simpson 

*-  - 
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CANTICLES  7*  10. 


I my  Beloveds , 4?;^  &/  ix  tw&JL $ 

me. 


?» 

Like  to  the  Attick  needle , that  doth  guide 

The  wand’ring  (hade  by  his  nvignetick  pow^r^ 

And  leaves  his  filken  Gnorr,on  to  decide 
The  queftion  of  the  controverted  hour  , 

Firft  franticks  up  and  down  , from  fide  to  fide 
And  reftlels  bear?  his  cry ftal’d  Iv’ry  cafe. 

With  vain  impatience } jets  from  place  to  place  „ 

And  feeks  the  boforr.e  of  his  frozen  bride , 

At  length  he  flacks  Iris  motion , and  doth  reft 

His  trembling  point  at  his  bright  Poles  beloved  brdb 

* 

2* 

Evm  fo  my  Soul , being  hurried  here  and  there  , 

By  ev’ry  objeft  that  prefents  delight , 

Fain  would  be  fettled , but  die  knows  not  where  j 
She  likes  at  morning  what  fhe  loaths  at  Night: 

She  bows  to  honour  5 then  fhe  lends  an  ear 

To  that  fweet  fwan-like  voice  of  dying  pkaforc. 

Then  tumbles  in  die  fcatter’d  heaps  of  treafure  j 
Now  flatter’d  with  falfe  hope  } now  foyfd  with  fear : 

Thus  finding  all  rhe  Worlds  delights  to  be 
£ut empty  toyes , good  God,  fhe  points  alone  to  dice* 

Cut 
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But  hath  the  virtued  fteel  a power  to  move  ? 

Or  can  the  untouch’d  needle  point  aright ; 

Or  can  my  wandring  thoughts  forbear  to  rove  , 
Unguided  by  the  virtue  of  thy  Sp’rit  ? 

O hath  my  leaden  Soul  the  art  t’  improve 
Her  wafted  talent , and  unrais'd  , afpirc 
Tn  this  fad  moulting  time  of  her  defire  ? 

Not  firft  belov’d  have  I the  power  to  love  5 
I cannot  ftir , but  as  thou  pleafe  to  move  me , 

Nor  can  my  heart  return  thee  love,  until  thou  love  me. 


4- 

The  Hill  commatidrefs  of  the  filent  Night 
Borrows  her  beams  from  her  bright  Brothers  Eye  j 
His  fair  afpect  fills  her  fharp  horns  with  Light , 

If  he  withdraw  , her  flames  are  quench’d  and  die : 

Even  fo  the  beams  of  her  enlightning  Sp  rit 
Infus’d  and  fhot  into  my  dark  defire  , 

Inflame  my  thoughts  and  fill  my  Soul  with  fire, 

That  I am  raviih’d  with  a new  delight  * 

But  if  thou  fhroud  thy  face , my  glory  fades , 

And  I remain  a Nothing  , all  compos’d  of  (hades. ] 

$• 

. $ 

Eternal  God  ! O thou  that  only  art 

The  facred  Fountain  of  Eternal  Light , 

And  bleffed  Load*ftone  of  my  better  part , 

O thou  my  hearts  defire , my  Souls  delight , 
x^efleft  upon  my  Soul , and  touch  my  heart , 

And  then  my  heart  (hall  prize  no  good  above  thee 
And  then  my  Soul  (hall  know  thee  , knowing, love  thee , 
And  then  my  trembling  thoughts  fhall  never  ftart 
From  thy  commands , or  fvverve  the  leaft  degree  , 

Or  once  prefume  to  move , but  as  they  move  in  thee. 

S.  A U G l!  S f. 
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S.  AUGUST.  Med.  cap.  25. 

t 

if  Man  can  love  man  with  fo  entire  affettion , that  the  one 
can  fcarce  brooJ^the  others  abfence  ? if  a bride  can  be  joyned  to 
her  bridegroom  with  fo  great  an  ardency  of  mind  % that  for  the 
extremity  of  love  jhe  can  enjoy  no  reft , not  fuffering  his  abfence 
without  great  anxiety  , with  what  affettion , with  what  fer- 
vency ought  the  Soul  whom  thou  hafl  efpoufed  by  Faith  and  com - 
Qiffm  , to  love  thee  her  true  God  and  glorious  bridegroom  ? 


\ 


E P I G.  4. 

My  Soul , thy  love  is  dear : ’Twas  thought  a good 
And  eafie  pen’worth  of  thy  Saviours  Blood : 

But  be  not  proud  *,  All  matters  rightly  fcann’d , 

Twas  over-bought:  ’Twas  fold  at  fecond  hand. 

Y. 
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CANTICLES  5 6. 


My  Soul  melted  rvhileji  mj  Beloved fyike* 


LOrd  , has  the  feeble  voice  of  flefli  and  Blood 
The  pov\er  to  work  thine  ears  imo  a flood 
Of  melted  Mercy  ? or  the  ftrength  t’unlock 
The  gates  of  Heav’n , and  to  diilolve  a rock 
Of  marble  clouds  into  a morning  fhow’r  ? 

Or  hath  the  breath  of  whining  dud  the  pow’r 

To  flop  or  fnatcha  falling  Thunder-bole 

from  thy  fierce  hand  , and  make  thy  hand  revolt 

From  refolute  confufion , and  in  dead 

Of  viols  pour  full  bleflings  on  our  head  ? 

Or  fhall  the  wants  of  famifh’d  Ravens  cry  , 

And  move  thy  Mercy  to  a quick  fupply  ? 

Or  fhall  the  fiient  fuits  of  dropping  flow’rs  ? 

Woo  thee  for  drops , and  be  refrefh’d  with  fhow'rs  ? 

Alas , what  marvel  then , great  God  what  wonder 
If  thy  Hell-rouzing  voice  , that  fplits  in  funder 
The  brazen  portals  of  Eternal  Death  $ 

What  number  if  that  life-reftoring  breath 

Which  dragged  me  from  the  infernal  fhades  of  Night  2 

Should  melt  my  ravifh’d  Soul  with  ore- delight  ? 

Ocan  my  frozen  gutters  choofe  but  run  , 

That  feel  the  warmth  of  fuch  a glorious  Sun  ? 

Methinks  Ids  language  like  a flaming  arrow , 

Doth  pierce  my  bones,  and  melts  their  wounded  marrow, 
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Thy  flames , O Cupid  ( though  the  joyful  heart 
Feels  neither  tang  of  grief , nor  fears  the  fmart 
Of  jealous  doubts , but  drunk  with  full  defires) 

Are  torments,  weigh’d  with  thefe  celeffial  fires  j 
Pleafures  that  ravilh  in  fo  high  a meafure , 

That  O I languifh  in  excefs  of  pleafure : 

What  ravifh’d  heart , that  feels  thefe  melting  joys , 
Would  not  defpife  and  loath  the  treacherous  toys 
Of  dunghil  Earth  ? What  Soul  would  not  be  proud 
Of  wry-moutb'd  fcorns,  the  word:  that  flefh  and  Blood 
Had  rancor  to  devife  ? Who  would  not  bear 
The  Worlds  derifion  with  a thankful  ear  ? 

What  palat  would  refufe  full  bowls  of  fpight , 

To  gain  a minutes  tafie  of  fuch  delight  ? 

Great  fpring  of  Light  in  whom  there  is  no  fhade 
But  what  my  interpofed  fins  have  made. 

Whofe  narrow  melting  fires  admit  no  fereen 
But  what  my  own  rebellions  put  between 
Their  precious  flames  and  my  obdurate  ear  ? 
Dilperfe  this  plague  diflilling  clouds,  and  clear 
My  mungy  Soul  into  a glorious  day  j 
Tranfplant  this  fereen,  remove  this  bar  away: 

Then  , then  my  fluent  Soul  fhall  feel  the  fires 
Of  thy  fvveet  voice  , and  my  diflolv’d  defires 
Shall  turn  a fov’reign  balfotne  , to  make  whole 
Thofc  wounds  my  Sins  inflifted  on  thy  Soul. 
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S.  AUGUST.  Soliloq.  cap.  54. 

ukt  fin  is  this  that  fo  warmth  m)  heart  ? What  Light  is 
(his  that  fo  enlightneth  my  Soul  ? 0 fire , that  always  burneth  5 
tdnevtr  goeft  out,  kindle  me : 0 light , which  ever  (hinefi, and 
irt  ttver  dar  fined , illuminate  me : 0 that  I had  my  heat  from 
tbti , mofi  holy  fire ! How  fweetly  do(l  thou  burn  ? How  fecretly 
itfthtu  jhint  ? How  defiderably  doji  thoii  inflame  me  ? 

BONAVEN  T.  Stim.  amoris  cap.  8. 


It  mfieth  God  man  , and  man  God  ; things  temporal , E- 
tonal,  Mortal , immortal 5 it  mafieth  an  Enemy  a Friend  5 
< Servant,  a Son*,  vile  things , glorious ; cold  hearts  , 
ftrj)  and  hard  things , liquid. 


0 


\ 


epig* 

My  Soul  thy  gold  is  true , but  full  of  drofs ; 

Thy  Saviours  breath  refines  thee  with  fome  lofs : 
His  gentle  furnace  makes  thee  pure  as  true  j 
Thou  muft  be  melted  ere  th’art  call  anew. 
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Wfiom  haite l ni  heaven  but  ther  ir  rebut 
dr. 'ir?  t m earth  tit  rrfjicrb  of  thcr  Ts.?r 
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VI. 

PSALM  73.  25. 

) fhom  have  1 in  Heaven  hut  thee  £ and  what 
defire  1 on  Earth  in  rejpetf  of  theea 


T Love  ( and  have  fome  caufe  to  love : ) the  Earth : 
lShe  is  my  Makers  creature  j therefore  good : 

She  is  my  Mother , for  /he  gave  me  birth  ; 

She  is  my  tender  Nurfe  * fhe  gives  me  food  j 
But  what’s  a Creature , Lord , compar’d  with  thee 
Or  what’s  my  Mother , or  my  Nurfe  to  me  ? 


1 love  the  Air : her  dainty  fweets  refrefh 
My  drooping  Soul , and  to  new  fweets  invite  me  s 
Her  fhril-mouth’d  quire  fuftain  me  with  their  flefh. 
And  with  their  Polyphonian  notes  delight  me : 

But  what’s  the  Air  or  all  the  fweets  that  fhe 
Can  blefs  my  Soul  withal , compar’d  to  thee  ? 


3 


Hove  the  Sea : She  is  my  fellow- Creature  , 

My  careful  perveyour  j fhe  provides  me  ft  ore : 

She  walls  me  round  *,  fhe  makes  my  diet  greater- 
She  wafts  my  treafure  from  a foreign  fhore : 

But  Lord  of  Oceans , when  compar’d  with  thee^ 
What  is  the  Ocean,  or  her  wealth  to  me  ? 
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To  Heav’ns  high  City  I direct  my  jonrney , 

Whofe  fpangled  fuburbs  entertain  mine  Eye  5 
Mine  Eye  , by  contemplations  great  Atturney , 

Tranfcends  the  cryffal  pavement  of  the  skie: 

But  what  is  Heav’n,  great  God,  compar’d  to  Thee? 
Without  thy  prefence  Heav’n’s  no  Heav’n  to  me. 

5* 

Without  thy  prefence  Earth  gives  no  refedion  ; 

Without  thy  pfcfence  Sea  affords  no  treafirre  *, 

Without  thy  prefence  Air’s  a rank  infedion  ; 

Without  thy  prefence  Heav’n  it  felf’s  no  pleafure; 

If  not  poftefs’d,  if  not  enjoy’c^  in  thee , 

What’s  Earth  , or  Sea , or  Air , or  Heav’n  to  tne  ? 

'% 

» > • it,  , .J  ) i 111  r ':>»*•-  “•  - • ' 

Tlie  higheft  honour , that  the  World  can  boaft  , 

Are  fubjeds  far  too  low  for  my  defire  ; 

The  brighteft  beams  of  glory  are  ( at  mod  ) 

But  dying  fparklcs  of  thy  living  fire  : 

The  loudcrt  flames  that  Earth  can  kindle , be 
Eut  nightly  Glow-worms  if  compar’d  to  thee. 

7- 

Without  thy  prefence  , Wealth  are  bags  of  cares ; 

Wifdom  , but  folly  } Joy  , difquict  fadnefs : 

Friendfhip  is  treafon , and  Delights  are  fnares ; 

Pleafures  but  pain  , and  Mirth  but  pleafing  madnefs: 

VV  it  bout  thee  , Lord  , things  be  not  what  they  be , 

IS  or  have  they  being  , when  compar’d  with  thee. 

8. 

In  having  all  things , and  not  thee  , what  have  I ? 

ot  having  thee  , what  have  my  labours  got  ? 

Let  me  enjoy  but  thee  , what  farther  crave  I ? 

And  having  thee  alone,  what  have  I not? 

rwr  a110/  ^eJ  ’ nor  » nor  would  I be 
ol left  of  Hcav’n  , Heav’n  unpoiTeii  of  thee- 

B 0 N A V-  ' 
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BONAVENT,  Soliloqu,  Cap.  i. 

Aits ! my  God , novo  I underhand  ( but  blujh  to  confifs  ) 
tint  the  beauty  of  thy  creatures  hath  deceived- mine  Eyes , and  I 
kvenot  obferved  that  thou  art  more  amiable  than  all  thy  Crea- 
ms'', to  which  thou  hajl  communicated  but  one  drop  oj  thy  in - 
I tflimble  beauty  : for  who  bath  adorned  the  Heavens  with  flars? 
ifbo  bath  jiored  the  Air  with  Fowl , the  waters  with  Fift  , 
the  Earth  with  Plants  and  Flowers ! But  what  are  all  thefe  but 
a [mil  efar\  af  divine  beauty. 

\ 

$.  CHRYS.  Horn.  5.  in  Ep.  ad  Rom.  i 

In  having  nothing  I have  all  things , becaufe  1 baveChrijl  'y 
Hiving  therefore  all  things  in  him  , I fee^  no  other  reward  , 
for  be  is  the  univtrfal  reward. 

1 • it* 


i 1 


E P I G.  6. 

Who  would  not  throw  his  better  thoughts  about  him , 
And  (corn  this  drofs  within  him  ; that  without  him  ? 
Cart  up  ( my  Soul  ) thy  clearer  Eye  Behold  , 

If  thou  be  fully  melted  , there’s  the  mold. 

S 4 
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^ wretched  til  an  that  I am  who  Halt 

.1  direr  me  from  the  body  of  this  dead 
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PSALM  120.  5. 

I 

V 

Woe  is  to  that  I remain  in  Mejhcck. » 
and  dwell  in  the  tents  of  Kedar. 


IS  Natures  courfe  diffolv’d  ? doth  times  glafs  ftand  ? 

Or  hath  Tome  frolick  heart  fet  back  the  hand 
Of  Fates  perpetual  Clock  ? will’t  never  ftrike  ? 

Is  crazy  Time  grown  lazy  , faint  or  Tick  , 

With  very  Age  ? or  hath  that  great  Pair-royal 
Of  Adamantine  Sifters  late  made  trial 
Of  l'ome  new  trade  ? fhall  mortal  hearts  grow  old 
In  forrow  ? fhall  my  weary  arms  infold  , 

And  underprop  my  panting  Tides  for  ever  ? 

Is  there  no  charitable  hand  will  fever 
My  well-fpun  thred  , that  my  imprifon’d  Soul 
My  be  deliver’d  from  thus  dull  dark  hole 
Of  dungeon  tlefh  ? O fhall  I , fhall  I never 
Be  ranfom’d  , but  remain  a flave  for  ever  ? 

'It  is  the  lot  of  man  but  once  to  die  , 

But  e’re  that  death , how  many  deaths  have  I ? 

What  humane  madnefs  makes  the  World  afraid 
To  entertain  fieav’ns  joy  , becaufe  convey’d 
By  th’  hand  of  Death?  will  naked nefs  refufe 
Rich  change  ot  Robes , becaufe  the  man’s  not  fprufe 
That  brought  them  ? or  will  poverty  fend  back 
Full  bags  of  Gold  » becaufe  the  bringers  black  ? 

Life  is  a bubble,  blown  with  whining  breaths , 

Fill’d  with  the  torment  of  a thoufand  Deaths  j 

• Which. 
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Which  being  prick’d  by  death  ( while  death  deprives 
One  life  ) prefenrs  the  Soul  a rhoufand  Jives : 

O frantick  mortal , how  hath  Earth  bewitch’d 
Thy  Eedlam  Soul , which  hath  fo  fondly  pitch’d 
Upon  her  falfe  delights ! Delights  that  ceafe 
Before  enjoyment  finds  a time  to  pleafe  : 

Her  fickle  joys  breed  doubtful  fears  ; her  fears 
Bring  hopeful  griefs ; her  griefs  weeps  fearful  tears ! 

Tears coyn  deceitful  hopes \ hopes  careful  doubt, 

And  furly  paflfion  juftles  paffion  out : 

To  day  we  pamper  with  a full  repaft 
Of  lavifh  mirth  , at  Night  we  weep  as  faff: 

To  night  we  fwirw  in  wealth,  and  lend,  to  morrow  , 

We  fink  in  want,  and  find  no  friend  to  borrow  , 

In  what  a climate  doth  my  Soul  refide  ? 

Where  palefac’d  murther , <he  firfl  born  of  pride  , 

Sets  up  her  Kingdom  io  the  very  fmiles , 

4 And  plighted  faiths  of  men  like  Crocodiles } 

A land  , where  each  embroyd’red  fattin  word 
Is  lin’d  with  fraud  } where  Mars  his  lawlefs  fword 
Exiles  AfiracC s balance  •,  where  that  hand 
Now  flayes  his  Brother , that  new  fow’d  his  land  ; 

O that  my  days  of  bondage  would  expire 
In  this  lewd  foyl ! Lord  , how  my  Soul’s  on  fire 
To  be  diffolv’d , that  I might  once  obtain 
Thefe  long’d  for  joys , long’d  for  To  oft  in  vain  / 

If  Mofes  like  I may  not  live  potted 
Of  this  fair  land  j Lord  , let  me  fee’t  at  lead. 


/ 
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S.  A U G U S T.  Solikwu.  Cap.  12. 

/ M * 1 

\ 

My  life  is  a frail  life ; a corruptible  life  ; d life , wfc/ffe  rk 
more  it  increafetb  , tfoe  /t  decreafetb  : The  further  it  goeth, 
the  nearer  it  cometh  to  Death.  A deceitful  life  , and  lity  a 
feidtjvo  full  of  the  fnares  of  Death : Now  I rejoice. , now  1 lan- 
guish , now  I flourifh  , now  infirm , now  I live , and  flraight 
l die ; now  1 feem  happy  , always  miferable  j now  I laugh , 
now  1 weep  : Thus  all  things  are  fubjefl  to  mutability  , that 
nothing  continueth  an  hour  in  one  eslate : 0 joy  above  joy , ex- 
ceeding all  joy  without  which  there  is  no  joy  , when  (hall  I enter 
into  thee , that  1 may  fee  my  God  that  dwelleth  in  thee . 

I 


\ 


1 


E P I G*'  7. 

Art  thou  fo  weak  ? O canft  thou  not  digeft 
An  hour  of  travel  for  a Night  of  reft  ? 

Chear  up  rny  Soul : call  home  thy  fp’rits , and  bear 
One  bad  good-friday  , full  mouth’d  Eafters  near. 
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War  is  ms  dial  1 mn  ccnjlramrd  to  dwell  with 
%M cfcctl  •' h :ii»  mij  habitnliw  among  the  tmV 
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0 wretched  man  that  I am  ! who  Jhall  deliver 
me  from  the  Body  of  this  Death? 

1 

BRhold  thy  darling  , which  thy  luftful  care 

Pampers,  for  which  thy  reftlefs  thoughts  prepare 
Such  early  cares  ; for  whom  thy  bubbling  brow 
So  often  fweats , and  bankrupt  Eyes  do  ow 
Such  midnight  fcores  to  nature , for  whofe  fake 
Bafe  Earth  is  fainted , the  infernal  lake 
linfear’d,  the  Crown  of  glory  poorly  rated  j 
Thy  God  negle&ed , and  thy  Brother  hated : 

Behold  thy  darling , whom  thy  Soul  aflfefts 
So  dearly  $ whom  thy  fond  indulgence  decks 
And  puppets  up  in  foft , in  filken  weeds : 

Behold  thy  darling,  whom  thy  fondnefs  feeds 
With  far*ferch’d  delicates , the  dear  bought  gains 
Of  ill-fpent  time  , the  price  of  half  thy  pains : 

Behold  thy  darling , who  , when  clad  by  thee, 

Derides  thy  nakednefs  \ and  when  moft  free , 

Proclaims  her  lover  (lave  j and  being  fed 
Moft  full , then  ftrikes  th’  indulgent  feeder  dead  , 

What  mean’ft  thou  thus , my  poor  deluded  Sou! , 

To  love  fo  fondly  ? Can  the  burning  cole 
Of  thy  affe&ion  laft  without  the  fuel 
Of  counter-love  ? Is  thy  compeer  fo  cruei , 

And  thou  fo  kind  , to  love  unlov’d  again  ? 

Canft  thou  fow  favours , and  thus  reap  difdain  ? 

Remember 
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Remember  , O remember  , thou  art  born 
Of  Royal  Blood  * remember  thou  artfworn 
A Maid  of  Honour  in  the  Court  of  Heaven 
Remember  what  a cofily  pficp  was  given 
To  ranfome  thee  from  flav’ry  thou  vvert  in  ; 

And  wilt  thou  now , my  Sou! , turn  Have  again  ? 

The  Son  and  Heir  to  Heav’n’s  Tri-une  J E HOVE, 

Would  fain  become  a luter  for  thy  love  , 

And  offers  for  thy  dow’r  his  Fathers  throne , 

To  fit  for  Seraphims  to  gaze  upon*, 

He’I  give  thee  Honour,  Pleafurc,  Wealth,  and  Things 
Tranlcending  far  the  Majefly  of  Kings : 

And  wilt  thou  proftrare  to  the  odious  charms 
Of  this  bafe  fcullion  ? fhall  his  hollow  arms 
Hug  thy  Toft  Tides  ? fhall  thefe  courfe  hands  untie 
The  facred  Zone  of  thy  virginity  ? 

For  fhame  degen  rous  Soul , let  thy  defire 
Be  quickned  up  with  more  heroick  fire  j 
Be  wifely  proud  , let  thy  ambitious  Eye 
Read  nobler  objefts  *,  let  thy  thoughts  defie 
Such  anfrous  bafenefs  *,  let  thy  Soul  difdain 
TIT  ignoble  profers  of  To  bafe  a Twain  ; 

Or  if  thy  vows  be  paff  , and  Hymens  bands 
Have  ceremonied  your  unequal  hands  , 

Annul , at  lead  avoid  , thy  lawlefs  aft 
With  infufficiency , or  perconrraft  : 

Or  if  the  aft  be  good  , yet  maifi:  thou  plead 
A fecond  Freedom  j or  the  fiefh  is  dead. 
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How  1 am  joyn'd  to  this  Body  1 l^riow  not  j which  when  it  is 
healthful , provofyth  me  to  war , and  being  damaged  by  war  9 
iffe fleth  me  with  grief  j which  I both  love  as  a fellow  fervant , 
and  hate  as  an  utter  Enemy : It  is  a pleafantfoe^ajid  a perfidious 
friend . 0 flrange  conjunction  and  alienation  : what  i fear  I em- 
brace , and  what  1 love  I am  afraid  of?  before  I ma\e  war  9 
lam  reconciled  * before  I enjoy  peace  I m at  variance. 


/ 


) 


I 


E P I G.  8. 

What  need  that  Houfe  be  daub’d  with  Ffefh  and  Blood  I 
Bang’d  round  with  filks  and  gold  ? repair’d  with  food  l 
Coft  idly  fpent  ! That  coft  doth  but  prolong 
Thy  thraldome.  Fool,  thou  tnak’ft  thy  jail  too  ftrong* 
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defive  tv  Vc p.ut  is*  i.j  hi-  w ‘ Christ . 
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PHILIPPIANS  i.  23. 

1 m in  a jlraight  between  two , having  a de - 

/?re  /<?  ie  diffolved , /<?  &e  «v//j  C brill, 

* / 

1. 

WHAT  meant  our  careful  parents  fo  to  wear , 

And  lavifh  out  their  ill  extended  hours , 

To  purchafe  for  us  large  polTeffions  here  , 

Which  ( though  unpurchas’d  ) are  too  truly  ours  ? 

What  meant  they , ah  , what  meant  they  to  endure 
Such  loads  of  needlefs  Labour , to  procure 
And  make  that  thing  our  own, which  was  our  own  too  (urc* 


What  mean  thefe  Iiv’ries  and  po(Te(Tiv,e  keyes  ? 

What  mean  thefe  bargains,  and  thefe  needlefs  (ales? 

What  need  thefe  jealous  , thefe  fufpicious'ways 
Of  lavv-devis’d , and  Iaw-ditfolv’d  entails  i 
No  need  to  fweat  for  gold  , wherewith  to  buy 
Eflares  of  high-priz’d  land  j no  need  to  tie 
Earth  to  their  heirs,  were  they  but  clogg’d  with  Earth,  as  I. 

3- 

0 were  their  Souls  but  clogg'd  with  Earth  , as  I , 

They  would  not  purchafe  with  fo  fait  an  itch  , 

They  would  not  take  of  alms , what  now  they  buy  ? 

Nor  call  him  happy , whom  the  World  counts  rich : 

They  would  not  take  fuch  pains , project  and  prog  s 
To  charge  their  (boulders  with  fo  great  a log : 

Who  hath  die  greater  lands , hath  but  the  greater  clog. 

T I cannot 
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J cannot  do  an  ad  which  Earth  difdains  not ; 

I cannot  think  a thought  which  Earth  corrupts  not ; 

I cannot  (peak  a word  which  Earth  profanes  not 
I cannot  make  a vow  Earth  interprets  not: 

If  I but  offer  up  an  early  groan  , 

Or  fpread  my  wings  to  Heav’ns  long  long’d  for  throne, 
She  darkens  my  complaints,  and  draggs  my  offering  down. 

Ev’n  like  the  hawk , (whofe  keepers  wary  hands 
Have  made  a pris’ner  to  her  wethring  dock  ) 
Forgetting  quite  the  pow’r  of  her  faff:  bands , 

Makes  a rank  bate  from  her  for  fake  n block  , 

But  her  too  faithful  leafh  doth  foon  retain 
Her  broken  flight , attempted  oft  in  vain  ; 

It  gives  her  loins  a twich  , and  tuggs  her  back  again. 

d. 

So , when  my  Soul  direds  her  better  Eye 

To  Heav’ns  bright  Palace  ( where  my  treafure  lies ) 

I fpread  mv  willing  wings,  but  cannot  flie,  . ' 

Earth  hales  me  down  , I cannot , cannot  rife  : 

When  I but  ftrive  to  mount  the  lead  degree  , 

Earth  gives  a jerk  , and  foils  me  on  my  knee  *, 

Lord , how  my  Soul  is  rack'd  betwixt  the  World  and  theci 

7* 

Great  God  , I fpread  my  feeble  wings  in  vain  ? 

In  vain  I offer  tny  extended  hands: 

I cannot  mount  till  thou  unlink  my  chain  : 

I cannot  come  till  thou  releafe  my  bands : 

Which  if  thou  pleafe  to  break  , and  then  (apply 
My  wings  with  Spirit,  tli’  Eagle  (hall  not  flie 
A pitch  that’s  half  fo  fair , nor  half  fo  fwift  as  I. 
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BONAVENT.  Solilcq.  Cap.  i. 

Ah  fweet'Jefus  , pierce  the  marrow  of  my  Soul  with  the 
healthful  jhades  of  thy  love , that  it  may  truly  burn  and  melt 
tni  languifh  with  the  only  defers  of  thee  * that  it  may  defire 
to  be  diffolved  , and  to  be  with  t hee : Lei  it  hunger  alone  for 
the  bread  of  life : let  it  thirfl  after  thee , the  (firing  and  foun- 
tain of  eternal  light , the  fir  earn  of  true  pleasure : let  it  always 
dtfirt  thee , fee^thte , and  find  thee , and  fweetly  reft  in  thee . 


E P I G.  f. 

What , will  thy  (hackles  neither  loofe  nor  break  ? 
Are  they  too  ftrong , or  is  thy  arm  too  weak  ? 

Art  will  prevail  where  knotty  ftrength  denies  5 
My  Soul,  there’s  Aqua  fortis  in  thine  Eyes* 

1 T 2 
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X. 


PSALM  142.  7. 

X 

Bring  my  Soul  out  of  Erifon  , that  I may 
praife  thy  Name . 


MY  Soul  is  like  a Bird  , my  flefh  the  cage  , 

Wherein  fhe  wears  her  weary  pilgrimage 
Of  hours , as  few  as  evil  , daily  fed 
With  facred  Wine  , and  Sacramental  Bread  ; 

The  keyes  that  lock  her  in  , and  let  her  out , 

Are  Birth  and  Death  *,  ’twixt  both  fhe  hops  about 
From  pearch  to  pearch , from  fenfe  to  reafon  *,  then 
From  higher  reafon  down  to  (enfe  again  : 

From  fenfe  fhe  climbs  to  Faith  *,  where  for  a feafon 
She  fits  and  Sings  5 then  down  again  to  reafon  : 

From  reafon  back  to  Faith , and  ftraight  from  thence 
She  rudely  flutters  to  the  perch  of  fenfe  : 

From  fenfe  to  hope  •,  then  hops  from  hope  to  doubt , 

From  doubt  to  dull  defpair  * there  feeks  about 
For  defp’rate  Freedom  , and  at  ev’ry  grate  , 

She  wildly  thrufls , and  beggs  th’  untimely  date 
Of  the  unexpired  thraldom  , to  releafe 
Th’affii&ed  captive  , that  can  find  no  peace. 

Thus  am  I coop'd  within  this  flcfhly  cage 
I wear  my  youth  , and  waft  my  weary  Age  , 

Spending  that  breath  which  was  ordain’d  to  chaunt 
Heav’ns  praifes  forth  , in  fighs  and  fad  complaint : 

Whilft  happier  birds  can  fpread  their  nimble  wing 
Promfhrubsto  Ced*^  5 and  there  chirp  and  fingo 

T 5 lu 
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In  choice  of  raptures , harmonious  (lory 
Of  mans  Redemption  , and  his  Makers  glory  : 

You  glorious  Martyrs , you  illuftrious  (loops , 

That  once  were  cloyfler’d  in  your  fleftily  coops, 

As  fall  as  I , what  rhet’rick  had  your  tongues  ? \ 

What  dextrous  Art  had  your  Elegiack  fongs  ? 

What  Vtul-Uke  pow’r  had  your  admir'd  devotion 
What  (hackle* breaking  Faith  infus’d  fuch  motion 
To  vour  (Irong  Prayer  , thac  could  obtain  the  boon 
To  be  enlarg’d  to  be  uncag’d  fo  foon? 

When  I , poor  I , can  Ting  my  daily  tears  , 

Gro'yn  old  in  bondage  , and  can  find  no  Ears : 

You  great  partakers  of  Eternal  glory  , 

That  wirh  your  Heav’n*pr evading  Oratory, 

Releas’d  your  Souls  from  your  terreftrial  cage  , 

Permit  thepaflion  of  my  holy  rage 
To  recommend  my  forrows,  dearly  known 
To  you  . in  days  of  old  , and  once  your  own , 

To  your  bed  thoughts , (but  oh’t  doth  not  befit  ye 
To  move  your  Pray’rs : you  love  joy  , not  pitie  :) 

Great  Lord  of  Souls  to  whom  fhould  pris’ners  the  , 

But  thee  ? Thou  hadfl  thy  cage  , as  well  as  I j 
And  for  my  fake  , thy  pleafure  was  to  know 
The  forrows  that  it  brought , and  feltfl  them  too  *, 

O fet  me  free , and  I will  fpend  thofe  days , 

Which  now  I wafle  in  begging  , in  thy  praife. 


\ 
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ANSELM.  in  Protolog.  cap.  r. 

0 miferable  condition  of  mankind  , that  has  lofl  that  fir 
which  hi  was  created  ! Alas  , what  hath  be  lofl?  And  whit 
yth  he  found  ? He  hath  loft  happinefisfior  which  he  was  made , 
ltd  found  mifiery  for  which  he  was  not  made : W'oat  is  gone  ? 
And  what  is  left  ? That  thing  is  gone  s without  which  he  is 
unhappy  ? That  thing  is  left , by  which  he  is  miferable : O 
wntchtd  men  ? From  whence  are  we  expelled  ? To  what  art  we 
impelled  ? Whence  are  we  thrown  ? And  whither  are  we  hur- 
ried? From  our  home  into  banifhment  \ from  the  fight  of  God 
into  our  own  blindnefs  i from  the  pleajure  of  immortality  to  the 
iitmefs  of  death  : miferable  change ! From  how  great  a good  > 
to  bow  great  an  evil  ? Ah  me , what  have  1 enterprifed  ? uhat 

b:te  I done  ? Whither  did  l go  ? Whither  am  l come  ? 

. . • ■ * s 


l 
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huts  midnight- voice  prevail’d  i his  muficks  thunder 
Unhing’d  the  prifon-doors , fplit  bolts  in  funder  - 
And  firt’ft  thou  here , and  hang’ft  the  feeble  wing  ? 
And  whia’A  to  be  enlarg’d  ? Soul,  learn  to  Sing. 
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PSALM  24,  2. 

As  the  Hart  patiteth  after  the  water- brocks  f 
fo  panteth  wy  Soul  after  thee  , 0 God. 


r. 

HOvv  fhall  my  tongue  exprefs  that  hallow’d  fire 

Which  Hcav’n  hath  kindled  in  my  ravifh’d  heart  ? 
What  Mufe  fhall  I invoke  , that  will  infpire 
My  lowly  quill  to  aft  a lofty  part ! 

What  Art  fhall  I devife  t’  exprefs  defire  , 

Too  intricate  to  be  exprefs’d  by  Art ! 

Let  all  the  Nine  be  filent  *,  I refufe 
Their  aid  in  this  high  task , for  they  abufe 
The  flames  of  love  too  much  : affifi  me  , Davids  Mufe, 


2. 

Not  as  the  thirfty  foil  defires  foft  fhow’rs 
To  quicken  and  refrefh  her  Etnbryon  grain 
Nor  as  the  drooping  crcfls  of  fading  tiow’rs 
Requeft  the  bounty  of  a morning  rain  , 

Do  I defire  my  God  : thefe  jn  few  Hours , 

Re-wifh  what  late  their  wifhes  did  obtain  , 

But  as  the  fvvift-foot  Hart  doth  wounded  fiie 
To  th’  much  defired  Breams , even  fo  do  I 
Pant  after  thee  , my  God  , whom  I muft  find  , or  die. 

Before 


v. 
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?• 

Before  a pack  of  deep- mouth’d  luffs  I flee  *, 

0 , they  have  Angled  out  my  panting  heart , 

And  wanton  Cupid  , fitting  in  a Tree  , 

Hath  pierc’d  my  bofome  with  a flaming  dart  i 
My  Soul  being  fpent , for  refuge  feeks  to  thee  , 

But  cannot  find  where  thou  my  refuge  art : 

Like  as  the  fwifi-foot  Hart  doth  wounded  flic 
To  thedefired  ftreams,  ev’n  fo  do  I 

Pant  after  thee , my  God  , whom  I muft  find  , or  die. 

• ' 

/ 4. 

At  length  by  flight , I over- went  the  pack 

Thou  drevv’lt  the  wanton  dart  from  out  my  wound 
The  Blood  that  follow’d  , lefc  a purple  track  , 

Which  brought  a Serpent , but  in  fhape  a Hound  : 
Wc  ftrove , he  bit  me  •,  but  thou  brak’ft  his  back, 

1 left  him  grov’ling  on  th’  envenom’d  ground  j 
But  as  the  Serpent-bitten  Hart  doth  tiie 

To  the  long-long’d  for  Breams,  ev’n  fo  did  I 
Pant  after  thee,  my  God,  whom  I muft  find  , or  die. 


If  Luft  fhould  chafe  my  Soul , made  fwift  by  fright , 

Thou  art  the  Bream  , whereto  my  Soul  is  bound  : 

Or  if  a Jav’lin  wound  ray  Tides  in  flight , 

Thou  art  the  Balfom  that  muft  cure  my  wound  , 
IfjPoyfon  chance  t’infeft  my  Soul  in  fight , 

Thou  art  the  Treacle  that  muft  make  me  found  : 

Ev’n  as  the  wounded  Hart,  emboft  , doth  flic 
To  th’  ftreams  extremely  long’d  for  , fo  do  I 
Pant  after  thee , my  God  , whom  1 muft  find  , or  die, 

* * * ) 5/1  ) ' » * 
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CYRIL.  lib.  5.  in  Job.  cap.  10.  v 

0 precious  Water , which  quencheth  the  noyfom  thirfl  of  this 
World  , fcoureth  all  the  Jlains  of  Sinners  , that  watireth  the 
Earth  of  our  Souls  with  heavenly  fnowers  , and  bringeth  bac^ 
the  thirjly  heart  of  man  to  his  only  God  l 

S.  AUGUST.  Soliloq.  35. 

/ * ■ % ■ ',,>t . 

0 fountain  of  life , and  vein  of  living  waters , when  f ball 
l leave  this  fo) fallen  , impaf/ible , and  dry  Earth  , and  t aft e 
the  waters  oj  thy  jweetnejs , that  1 may  behold  thy  virtue  and 
thy  glory  , and  flafy  my  thirfl  with  the  fireams  oj  thy  Mercy  » 
Lord  , 1 thirfl : Thou  art  the  fprmg  oj  lije , Jatisfie  me  y 1 
thirfl  Lord  , l thirfl  after  thee  the  living  God ! 


■* 
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The  arrow  fmirten  Hart  , deco  wounded  , flies 
To  rh’fprings  with  VVarer  in  his  weeping  E)cs: 
Heav’n  is  thy  fpring  : If  Sarans  fiery  dare 
Pierce  thy  faint  lidcs  : do  fo , my  wounded  Heart. 
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P SA  L M 42.  2. 


When  j ball  I come  and  appear  before  God 


t \ 7 H A T is  my  Soul  the  better  to  be  till’d 
V V With  holy  fire  ? What  boots  it  to  be  coyn'd 
With  Heavens  own  ftamp  ? What  vantage  can  there  be 
To  Souls  of  Heav’n  defcended  pedigree  , 

More,  than  to  beafts  that  grovel  ? Are  not  they 
Fed  by  th’  Almighties  hand  ? And  ev’ry  day  , 

Fill’d  with  his  bleffing  too  ? Do  they  not  fee 
God  in  his  Creatures , as  direct  as  we  ? 

Do  they  not  tafte  thee?  Hear  thee  ? nay  , whatfenfe 
Is  not  partaker  of  thine  excellence  ? 

What  more  do  we  ? Alas , what  ferves  our  reafon  „ 
But , like  dark  Lanthorns , to  accomplifh  treafon 
With  greater  clofenefs?  It  affords  no  Light, 

Brings  thee  no  nearer  to  our  pur-blind  fight  : 

No  pleafure  rifes  up  the  leaft  degree  , 

Great  God  , but  in  the  clearer  view  of  thee : 

What  priv’ledge  more  than  fenfe  hath  reafon  then? 
What  vantage  is  it  to  be  born  , a man  ? 

How  often  hath  my  patience  built , dear  Lord , 

Vain  towrs  of  hope  upon  thy  gracious  Word  ? 

How  often  hath  thy  Hope- reviving  Grace 
Woo’d  my  fufpicious  Eyes  to  fee  k thy  face  ? 

How  often  have  I fought  thee  ? O how  long 
Hath  expectation  taught  my  perfeCt  tongue 
Repeated  pray’rs,  yet  pray’rs  could  ne’r  obtain  , 

In  vain  I feek  thee  , and  ! beg  in  vain: 
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Tf  it  be  high  preemption  to  behold 

Thy  face  , why  die) ft  thou  make  mine  Eyesfo  bold 

To  feek  it  ? If  that  obieft  he  too  bright 

For  mans  afpeft  why  did  thy  lips  invite 

Mine  Eve  t’expeft  it  ? If  it  might  be  feen  , 

Why  is  this  envious  curtain  drawn  between 
My  darkned  Eye  and  it  ? O tell  me  , why 
Thou  doft  command  the  thing  thou  doft  deny  ? 

Why  doft  thou  give  me  fn  unpriz’d  a trealure, 

And  then  dcny’ft  my  greedy  oul  the  pleafure, 

To  view  thy  gift : Alas , alas  that  gift  is  void  , 

And  is  no  gift , that  may  not  be  enjoy’d : 

If  thofe  refulgent  beams  Heavens  great  Light 
Gild  not  the  day  , wlm  is  the  day  , but  Night  ? 

The  drouzy  fhepherd  Peeps  *,  flowers  droop  and  fade 
The  birds  are  ful!en  , and  the  beaft  is  fad  : 

But  if  bright  Titan  dart  his  golden  ray  , 

And , with  his  riches , glorifie  the  day  , 

The  jolly  fhepherd  pipes  flowers  frefhly  fpring  ; 

The  beafts  grow  gamefome , and  the  birds  they  Sing. 

Thou  3rt  my  Sun  , great  God : O when  fhall  I 
View  the  full  beams  of  thy  Meridian  Eye  ? 

Draw  , draw  this  flefhly  curtain  , that  denies 
The  gracious  prefence  of  thy  glorious  Eyes  ; 

Or  give  me  Fairh  •,  and  by  the  Eye  of  grace  , 
l fhall  behold  thee  , though  not  face  to  face. 


/ 
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* 

S.  AUGUST,  in  Pfal.  39. 

» . 

\tfko  created  a U things  is  better  thin  all  things ; who  bnuti- 
fhd  all  things  is  more  beautiful  than  all  things : who  made 
(irength  is  flronger  than  all  things : who  made  great  things  is 
greater  than  all  things : Whatever  thou  love  si , he  is  that  to 
thee : Learn  to  love  the  Workman  in  his  work-,  the  Creatour  in 
his  creature : Let  not  that  whirh  was  made  by  him  pojjefs  thee . 
lefl  thou  loft  him  by  whom  thy  ftif  was  made. 

S.  AUGUST.  Med.  cap.  37. 

0 thou  mfifwest , mofl  gracious , mofl  amiable , mofl  fair , 
when  flj  'all  I fee  thee  ? v then  fhall  l be  fatisfied  with  thy  beauty  ? 
Worn  wilt  thou  lead  me  from  this  dark  dungeon  , that  l may 
confefs  thy  name. 


EPiG.  i 2. 

How  art  thou  fhaded  in  this  veil  of  Night  , 
Behind  thy  curtain  defh  ? thou  leeft  no  Light , 
But  what  thy  pride  doth  challenge  , as  her  own  ; 
Thy  flefh  is  high  : Soul , take  this  curtain  down. 
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PSALM  55.  6. 

• 'v  , V 

0 that  1 had  the  wings  of  a Dove  , for  then 
I would  fie  away  and  be  at  ref  ! 

t i- 

» . » 1 ✓ 

AN  D am  I fworn  a dunghil-flave  for  ever 
To  Earths  bafe  drudg’ry  ? fhall  I never  find 
A Night  ©f  reft  ? fhall  my  indentures  never 
Be  cancell’d  ? did  injurious  Nature  bind 
My  Soul  Earths  prentice , with  no  claufe  to  leave  her  ? 

No  day  of  Freedom  : muft  I ever  grind  ? 

0 that  I had  the  pinions  of  a Dove , 

That  I might  quit  my  bands  and  foar  above , 

And  pour  my  juft  complaints  before  the  great  Jehove  ! 

2. 

How  happy  are  the  Doves , that  have  the  povv’r , 

When  ere  they  pleafe  , to  fpread  their  airy  wings ! 

Or  cloud-dividing  Eagles,  that  can  towre 
Above  the  feent  of  thefe  inferiour  things ! 

How  happy  is  the  Lark  , thac  ev’ry  hour 
Leaves  Earth  , and  then  for  joy  mounts  up  and  Lings : 

Hid  my  dull  Soul  but  wings  as  well  as  they  , 

How  I would  fpring  from  Earth , and  clip  away ! 

| As  wife  A(lr*i  did  , and  fcorn  this  ball  of  clay  : 

v 
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O how  my  Soul  would  fpurn  this  ball  of  clay  , 

And  loath  the  dainties  of  Earths  painful  pleafure  ? 

O liowHde  laugh  to  fee  men  Night  and  Day 

Turmoil,  to  gain  that  tralh,  they  call  their  treafure  ! 

O how  Fdefmile  to  fee  what  plots  they  lay 
To  catch  a blafl , or  own  a fmile  from  Cafar  1 
Had  I the  pinions  of  a mounting  Dove  , 

How  I would  foar  and  ling  , and  hate  the  love 
Of  tranfitory  toys , and  feed  on  joys  above  ! 

4* 

t 

There  fhould  I find  that  everlafting  pleafure  , (not; 

Which  change  removes  not , and  which  chance  prevents 
There  »hould  f find  that  everlalling  treafure  , 

Which  force  deprives  not,  fortune  difaugmentsno:; 
There  fhould  i find  that  everlafting  Cafar  , 

Wliot*  hand  recalls  not,  and  whofe  heart  repents  not ; 
Had  l the  pinions  of  a clipping  Dove  , 

How  I would  climb  the  skies , and  hate  the  love 
Of  tranfitory  toys , and  joy  in  things  above!  * 


No  rank  mouth’d  Hander  there  fhall  give  offence  , 

Or  blafl  our  blooming  names  , as  here  they  do  ; 

No  liver-fcalding  luff  fhall  there  incenfe 
Our  boiling  veins.  There  is  no  Cupid's  bow  ; 

Lord  , give  my  Soul  the  Milk-white  innocence 
Of  Doves , and  I fhall  have  their  pinions  too : 

Had  I the  pinions  of  a fprightly  Dove, 

How  I would  quit  this  Earth  , and  foar  above 
And  Heav’ns  blefl  Kingdom  find,  with  Heav’ns blert King 

( Jehove. 
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S.  AUG  US  T.  in  Pfal.  138. 

What  wings  [Ijould  1 defire  , but  the  two  precepts  o]  love , ov» 
which  the  Law , and  the  Prophets  depend  ! 0 if  l could  obtain, 
thefe  wings , 1 could  fly  from  thy  face  to  thy  face  , from  the  face 
of  thy  Juflice  to  the  face  of  thy  Mercy  : Let  us  find  thofe  wing's 
by  love , which  we  have  lo(l  by  lusl. 

S.  AltGUS  T.  in  Pfal.  7 5. 

r 

Let  m cafl  off  whatfoever  hindereth  , entangleth  , or  bur - 
lieneth  our  flight , until  we  attain  that  which  fatisfieth  > be - 
y ond which,  nothing  is  j beneath  which  , *//  things  an  j 0/ 
all  things  an : 


ft 


\ 
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EPIG.  13, 

Teil  me , my  wifhing  Soul , did' ft  ever  trie 
How  fail  the  wings  of  red-croft  Faith  can  file  ? 

Why  begg’ft  thou  then  the  pinions  of  a Dove  ? 

Faiths  wings  are  fwifeer , but  the  iwifteft  love, 
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PSALM  84.  I. 

/ ... 

How  amiable  are  thy  tabernacles , 0 God 

of  Hojls  ! 


ANtient  of  dayes  to  whom  all  times  are  Now  , 

Before  whofe  Glory  Seraphims  do  bow 
Their  blufhing  cheeks,  and  veil  their  bletnilh’d  faces , 

That  uncontain’d  , at  once  doth  fill  all  places  j 
How  glorious , O how  far  beyond  the  height 
Of  puz’led  quills , or  the  obtufe  conceit  , 

Of  FJefh  and  Blood  , or  the  too  flat  reports 
Of  mortal  tongues  are  thy  expreffefs  courts ! 

Whofe  glory  to  paint  forth  with  greater  Art , 

Ravi'li  my  fancy  , and  infpire  my  heart  *, 

Excufe  my  bold  attempt,  and  pardon  me 
For  (hewing  fenfe  , what  Faith  alone  fhould  fee. 

Ten  thoufand  Millions , and  ten  thoufand  more 
Of  Angel  meafured  leagues , from  th’  Eaftern  Chore  , 

I Of  dungeon-earth  this  glorious  Palace  ftands , 

[ Before  whofe  pearly  gates  ten  thoufand  bands 
! Of  armed  Angels  wait  to  entertain 
Thole  purged  Souls  , for  which  the  Lamb  was  (lain  : 

I Whofe  guiltlefs  Death  and  voluntary  yielding 
Of  whofe  given  life , gave  the  brave  court  her  building: 

I The  luke-warm  Blood  of  this  dear  Lamb  being  fpilt  j 
To  rubies  turn’d  whereof  her  pofts  were  built  j 
: And  what  dropp’d  down  in  a kind  gelid  gore , 

Bid  turn  rich  Sapphires , and  did  pave  her  floor : 

V 3 The 
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The  brighter  flames,  that  from  his  Eye  balls  ray’d  , 

Grew  Chryfolites , whereof  her  walls  were  made  : 

The  milder  glances  fparkled  on  the  ground  , 

And  groundfild  every  door  with  Diamond  j 
But  dying , darted  upwards , and  did  fix 
A battlement  of  pureft  Sardonyx. 

Her  flreers  with  burnifh’d  gold  are  paved  round  , 

Stars  ly  like  pebbles  fcatt’red  on  the  ground  : 

Pearl  mixt  with  Onyx  , and  the  Jalper  Acne , 

Made  gravell’d  caufe-ways  to  be  trampled  on. 

There  fhines  no  Sun  by  day  no  Moon  by  Night , 

The  Palace  glory  is  the  Palace  Light : 

There  is  no  time  to  meafure  motion  by  , 

There  Time  is  fwallow’d  with  Eternity : 

Wry-mouth’d  Difdain,  and  corner  hunting  Luff  , 

And  twy-fac’d  Fraud , and  beede-brow’d  Diflrufl , 
Soul-boyling  Bage  , and  trouble  date  Sedition  , 

And  giddy  Doubt,  and  goggle-ey’d  Sufpition, 

And  lumpifh  Sorrow  , and  degen’rous  Fear 
Are  banilh’d  thence  , and  Death’s  a Aranger  there  : 

Ept  Ample  Love  , and  fempiternal  Joys 
Whofe  fwcetnefs  neither  gluts  nor  fulnefs  cloys-, 

Where  face  to  face  our  ravifh’d  Eye  (hall  fee 
Great  E L O H I M , that  glorious  One  in  Three, 

And  Three  in  One  , and  feeing  him  fhall  blefs  him , 

And  bldling  , love  him  , and  in  Jove  poflefs  him  , 

Here  flay  my  Soul  and  ravifli  in  Relation  : 

Thy  words  being  fpent , fpend  now  in  contemplation. 
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S,  G R E G.  in  pfal.  7.  poenitent. 

Sweet  Jefus  , the  word  of  the  Father , the  brightnefs  of  pa 
tend  glory , whom  Angels  delight  to  view  , teach  me  to  do 
tty  will,  that  led  by  thy  good  Spirit } 7 may  come  to  that 
hltfftd  City , where  day  is  Eternal , where  there  is  certain  fe- 
entity  , and  fecure  eternity  , and  Eternal  peace , and  peaceful 
hippinejs , and  happy  fwettttefs , fweet  pleafure  \ where 
thou , 0 Gai , w/fb  fhe  F<xtb*r  and  the  holy  Spirit  live 'ft  and 
rtignef  world  without  end. 

Ibidem. 

There  is  Light  without  darfyiefs  *,  joy  without  grief ; defire 
without  punifhment ",  Love  without  fadnefs,  fatiety  without 
loathing  ",  fafety  without  Fear  ",  health  without  difeafe  ",  and 
Life  without  Death . 


. s 
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E P I G.  14. 

My  Soul , pry  not  too  nearly  *,  the  complexion 
Of  Sols  bright  face  is  feen  but  by  reflexion  .* 

But  would’ft  thou  know  what’s  Heav’n  ? I I tell  thee  what, 
Think , what  thou  canft  not  think  , and  Heav’n  is  that. 

V 4 XV. 
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CANTICLES  8.  14. 

' , T 


Make  hajl , my  Beloved , and  be  like  the 
Roe  , or  the  young  Hart  upon  the  moun- 
tains of  Spices. 

GO , gentle  tyrant , go  ; thy  flames  do  pierce 
My  Soul  to  deep}  thy  flames  are  too  too  fierce  } 

My  marrow  melts , my  fainting  Spirits  fry 
1’th’  torrid  Zone  of  thy  Meridian  Eye  : 

Away , away  , thy  fvveets  arc  too  perfuming  : 

Turn  , turn  thy  face  , thy  fires  are  too  confuming: 

Haft  hence  , and  let  thy  winged  fteps  our- go 
The  frighted  Ro-buck  , and  this  flying  Ro. 

But  wilt  thou  leave  me  then  ? O thou  that  arc 
Life  of  my  Soul , Soul  of  my  dying  heart , 

Without  the  fweet  aiped  of  whofe  fair  Eyes  ? 

My  Soul  doth  languifti , and  her  folace  dies  , 

Art  thou  fo  eafily  woo’d  ? fo  apt  to  hear 
The  frantick  language  of  my  foolifh  fear  ? 

Leave,  leave  me  not,  nor  turn  thy  beautr  from  me  5 
Look,  look  upon  me,  though  thine  eyes  o’recome  me. 

0 how  they  wound  ! but  how  my  wounds  content  me! 
Hovvfweetly  thefe  delightful  pains  torment  me  ! 

How  I am  tortur’d  in  exceflive  meafure 
Of  pleafing  cruelties  too  cruel  plcafure! 

Turn,  turn  away  , remove  thy  fcorching  beams } 

I languifh  with  thefe  bitter- fweet  extremes  : 
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Haft  then  and  let  thy  winged  fteps  out  go 
The  flying  Ro-buck  , and  his  frighted  Ro, 

Turn  back  , iny  dear ; O Icr  my  ravifh’d  Eye 
Once  more  behold  thy  face  before  thou  fly  j 
What  Hull  we  part  without  a mutual  kifs  ? 

0 who  can  leave  fo  fweet  a face  as  this  ? . 

Took  full  upon  me  ; for.  jny  Soul  defires 
To  turn  a holy  Martvr  in  thofe  fires : 

O leave  me  not , nor  turn  thy  beauty  from  me ; 

Look,  look  upon  me,  though  thy  flames  o’recome  me. 

If  thou  becloud  the  Sun-fhine  of  thy  Eye  , 

1 freeze  to  Death  , and  if  it  ftiine  , I fry  ; 

Which  like  a feaver , that  my  Soul  hath  got , 

Makes  me  to  burn  too  cold  , or  freeze  too  hot : 

Alas , I cannot  bear  fo  fweet  a fmart , 

Nor  canft  thou  be  lefs  glorious , than  thou  art. 

Haft  then  and  let  thy  winged  fteps  out-go 
The  frighted  Ro-buck  , and  this  flying  Ro. 

But  go  not  far  beyond  the  reach  of  breath  ; 

Too  large  a di dance  makes  another  Death: 

My  youth  is  in  her  fpring  } Autumnal  vows 
Will  make  me  Riper  for  fo  fweet  a Spoufe  , 

When  afrer-times  have  burnifh’d  my  defire , 

I’l  flioot  thee  flames  for  flames , and  fire  for  fire. 

O leave  me  not,  nor  turn  thy  beauty  from  me  ; 

Look,  look  upon  me,  though  thy  flames  o’recome  me. 
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pear  not , . 0 Bride  , nor  defpair  •,  thinly  not  thy  felf  con- 
timed  , if  thy  Bridegroom  withdraw  his  face  awhile : all 
things  cooperate  for  the  befl : both  from  his  abfence , and  his 
prefence  thou  gaineji  Light : He  cometh  to  thee , and  he  goeth 
from  thee : He  cometh  to  ma^e  thee  confolate } he  goeth , to  maJ^e 
thee  cautious  , left  thy  abundant  confolation  puff  thee  up:  he 
cometh , that  thy  languifhing  Soul  may  be  comforted  \ he  goeth , 
left  his  familiarity  (hould  be  contemned  and  being  abfent  to  be 
more  defired  ; and  being  defired  , to  be  more  earneftly  fought : 
ad  being  long  f ought , to  be  more  acceptably  found . 
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EPIG.  15. 

My  Soul  Sins  Monfter  , whom  with  greater  eafe 
Ten  thoufand  fold  , thy  God  could  make  than  pleafe*, 
What  would’ft  thou  have  ? nor  pleas’d  with  Sun, nor  fhadc  ? 
Heav’n  knows  not  what  to  make  of  what  he  made. 
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REVELATION  2.  10. 


Be  thou  faithful  unto  Death , 
thee  the  Crown  of  Life. 


R E faithful , Lord  , 


1. 

, Lord  , what’s  that  ? 


Believe : ’tis  eafie  to  believe  j but  what  ? 

That  he  whom  thy  hard  heart  hath  wounded , 
And  whom  thy  fcorn  hath  fpit  upon  , 

Hath  paid  thy  fine  , and  hath  compounded 
For  thefe  foul  deeds  thy  hands  have  done : 
Believe  , that  he  whofe  gentle  palms 
Thy  needle-pointed  fins  have  nail’d  , 

Hath  born  thy  flavifh  load  ( of  alms ) 

And  made  fupply  where  thou  haft  fail’d : 
Did  ever  mis’ry  find  fo  ftrange  relief? 

It  is  a love  too  ftrange  for  mans  belief. 


2. 


Believe  that  he , whofe  fide 
Thy  crimes  have  pierc’d  with  their  rebellions , di'd  , 
To  fave  thy  guilty  Soul  from  dying 

Ten  thoufand  horrid  deaths , from  whence 
There  was  no  fcape  , there  was  no  flying  , 

But  through  his  deareft  Bloods  expence: 
Believe , this  dying  Friend  requires 
No  other  thanks  for  all  his  pain , 

But  ev’n  the  truth  of  weak  defires , 

And  for  his  love  , but  love  again  : 

Did  ever  mis’ry  find  fo  true  a Friend? 

It  is  a love  too  vaft  to  comprehend. 
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3- 

1 

With  floods  of  tears  baptize 
And  drench  thele  dry , thcfe  unregen’rate  Eyes; 

Lord  , whet  my  dull  my  blunt  belief, 

And  break  this  flefhly  rock  in  funder , 

That  from  this  Heart , this  Hell  of  grief , 

May  fpring  a Heave’n  of  love  and  wonder  : 

0 if  thy  Mercies  will  remove 
And  melt  this  lead  from  my  belief , 

My  grief  will  then  refine  my  love  , 

My  love  will  then  refrefh  my  grief  : 

Then  weep  mine  Eyes  as  he  hath  bled  ; vouchfafe 
To  drop  for  every  drop  an  Epitaph.  < 

4- 

Eut  is  the  Crown  of  Glory 
The  wages  of  a lamentable  ftory  ? 

Or  can  fo  great  a purchafe  rife 

From  a fait  humour  ? can  mine  Eye 
Run  faff  enough  t’  obtain  this  prize  ? 

If  fo  , Lord , who’s  fo  mad  ro  die  ? 

Thy  tears  are  trifles ; thou  muff  do  : 

Alas,  I cannot  then  endeavour  ; 

1 will ! but  will  a tug  or  two 
Suffice  the  turn  ? thou  muff  perfever  : 

FI  ffrive  till  Death  ; and  fhall  my  feeble  ff rife 
Be  crown’d  ? l’l  Crown  it  with  a Crown  of  life. 

5- 

But  is  there  fuch  a dearth 
That  thou  mult  buy  , what  is  thy  due  by  birth  ? 

He  whom  thy  hands  did  form  of  dull 
And  gave  him  breath  upon  condition  ; 

To  love  his  great  Creatour , mult 
He  now  be  thine  by  compofition  ? 

Ar 
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Art  thou  a gracious  God  and  mild , 

Or  head-ftrong  man  rebellious  rather  l 
O , man’s  a bafe  rebellious  Child  , 

Ar.d  thou  a very  gracious  Father  j 
the  gift  is  thine  ; we  ftrive  , thou  crown’ft  our  flrife 
Thou  giv'ft  us  Faith  ; and  Faith  , a Crown  of  life. 
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The  mind  of  the  Frontijpiece* 

This  Bubble’s  Man : Hope  , Fear  , falfe  Joy  and  Trouble, 
Are  thofe  four  Winds  which  daily  tofs  this  Bubble. 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

Both  in  BLOOD  and  VIRTUE, 
and  mod  accomplifht  Lady 

M A R Y. 

COUNTESS  of  DORSET ; 

Lady  Governefs  to  the  moft 
Illuftrious 

CHARLES, 

PRINCE  of  Great  BRITAIN,  and 

JAMES, 

DUKE  of  TO  R K. 


Excellent  Lady 

I Prefect  thefe  Tap  ours  to  burn  under  the 
fafe  protection  of  your  Honourable 
Name  : where , I prefumey  they  fiand  fecure 
from  the  Damps'  of  Ignorance  > and  Blajls  of 

X 4 Cenjure  , 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

Cenfure  y It  it  a [wall  part  of  that  abundant 
fervice  which  my  thankful  heart  orveth  your 
incomparable  goodnefs.  Be  p leafed  to  honour 
it  with  your  noble  Acceptance  y which  (hall 
be  nothing  but  what  your  own  tjleem  (hall 
make  it . 


MADAM, 

Tour  Ladifliips  molt 

humble  Servant, 

FRA.  QUARLES. 
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To  the  Render. 

IF  you  are  fatisfied  with  my  Emblems, 
I here  fet  before  you  a fecond  Service. 
It  is  an  ^Egyptian  difh  , drelt  on  the 
Englijh  fafhion : They  , at  their  Feafts , 
ufed  to  prefent  a Deaths-head  at  their 
fecond  Courfe  : This  will  ferve  for  both. 
You  need  not  fear  a forfeit : Here  is  but 
little  ; and  that , light  of  digeftion  : If  it 
but  pleafe  your  Palate  , I queftion  not 
your  Stomach  : Fall  to ; and  much  good 
may  it  do  you. 

n v * * k 

Convivio  addit  Minerval.  E.  B . 

Rm,  R egem,  R egimen , Region  em,  R eligiontm , 
Exornaty  celebrate  laudat,  honor  at,  amat . 
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PSALM  1.  5. 

Behold  1 was  Jhapen  in  iniquity  , and  in  Sin 
did  my  Mother  conceive  me . 

MAn  is  mans  A.  B.  C.  There  is  none  that  can 
Read  God  aright , unlefs  he  firft  fpell  Man  2 
Man  is  the  flairs , whereby  his  knowledge  climbs3 
To  his  Creatour,  though  it  oftentimes 
Stumbles  for  want  of  Light , and  fotnetimes  trips 
For  want  of  careful  heed  3 and  fometimes  flips 
Through  unadvifed  hafl  *,  and  when  at  length 
His  weary  fteps  have  reach'd  the  top,  his  ftrength 
Oft  falls  to  fland  3 his  giddy  brains  turn  round  , 

Aiid  ?hatton-Yike , falls  headlong  to  the  ground  : 

Thele  flairs  are  often  dark  , and  full  of  danger 
To  him  , whom  want  of  praftice  makes  a ftranger , 

To  this  blind  way:  the  Lamps  of  nature  lends 
But  a falfe  Light , and  Lights  to  her  own  ends : 

Thefe  be  the  ways  to  Heaven,  thefe  paths  require 
A Light  that  fprings  from  that  Diviner  fire , 

Whole  humane  Soul-enlightning  Sun  beams  dart 
Through  the  bright  crannies  of  th’immortal  part. 

And  here,  thou  great  Original  of  Light, 

Whofe  errour-chafing  beams  do  unbenighc 
The  very  Soul  of  darknels , and  untwift 
The  clouds  of  ignorance  , do  thou  allift 
My  feeble  quill  3 reflect  thy  facred  rayes 
Upon  thefe  lines , that  they  may  light  the  ways 
That  lead  to  thee  3 fo  guide  my  heart , my  hand  , 

That  I may  do  what  others  underfland. 

Let  my  heart  praftife  what  my  hand  fliall  write  3 
Till  then,  I am  a Tapour  wanting  Light ; 


5^4  Hieroglyph . L 

This  golden  Precept , Know  tby  ftlf , came  down 
From,  Heavn’s  high  Court : It  was  an  Art  unknown 
To  ftefh  and  Blood,  The  men  of  Nature  took 
•Great  journeys  in  it ; their  dim  Eyes  did  look 
to  through  a miff  , like  Pilgrims  they  did  fpend 
Their  idle  fteps,  but  know  no  journeys  end. 

The  way  to  knew  thy  felf , is  iirft  to  call: 

Thy  frail  beginning , Progrefs , and  chy  laft : 

This  is  the  Sum  of  Man  : But  now  return 
And  view  this  tapour  (landing  in  this  Urn. 

Behold  her  fuhftance  fordid  and  impure  , 

Ufelefs.  and  vain  , and  (wanting  light)  obfcure : 
*Tis  hut  a fpan  at  longeft , nor  can  laft 
Beyond  that  fpan  ; ordain’d  and  made  to  waft : 
Ev’n  fuch  was  Man  (before  his  Soul  gave  light 
To  his  vile  fubftance  ) ameer  child  of  night; 

Ere  he  had  fife  , eftated  in  his  Urn  , 

And  markt  for  Death  *,  by  nature  , born  to  burn : 
Thus  iivdefs , lightlefs  , worthlefs  firft  began 
That  glorious  that  perfumptuous  thing  call’d  Man, 
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Conftder  , 0 man  , what  thou  wtrt  before  thy  birth  , end 
what  thou  art  from  thy  birth  to  thy  Death,  and  what  thou  fbalt 
bt  after  Death  : Tnou  wert  made  o]  an  impure Jub fiance,  clothed 
and  mrijhed  in  thy  Mothers  Blood . 


EGIP.  i. 

Forbear,  fond  Tapour : what  thou  feek'Jc , h fire  \ 
Thy  own  deftru&ion’s  lodg’d  in  thy  defire. 

Thy  wants  are  far  more  fafe  than  their  fupply  : 

He  that  begins  to  lire,  begins  to  die. 


Hiei  'ogfypk  II 


221 


GENESIS  i.  3* 

And  God  faid , Let  there  be  Light  j and 


I. 


THis  flame  expetting  tapour  hath  at  length 
Received  fire , and  now  begins  to  bum: 

It  hath  no  vigour  yet , it  hath  no  ftrength  * 

Apt  to  be  puft  and  quencht  at  every  turn  : 

It  was  a gracious  hand  that  thus  endow'd 
This  fnuff  withflatne : But  mark  this  hand  doth  fhroui 
Itfelf  from  mortal  Eyes , and  fold  it  in  a cloud. 


Thus  man  begins  to  live.  An  unknown  flame 
Quickens  his  finifht  Organs , now  pofieii 
With  motion  *,  and  which  motion  doth  proclaim 
An  active  Soul , though  in  a feeble  breath : 

But  how,  and  when  infus’d  ask  not  my  pen ; 
Here  flies  a cloud  before  the  Eyes  of  men : 

I cannot  tell  thee  how  , nor  canli  thou  tell  me  when. 


Was  it  a parcel  of  Celefiial  fire 
Infus’d  by  Heav’n  into  this  tleflily  mold  ? 

Or  was  it  ( think  you  ) made  a Soul  entire  ? 

Then , Was  it  new  created  ? Or  of  old  i 
Or  is’t  a propagated  Spark , rak’d  out 
From  Natures  embers  ? While  we  go  about, 
Byreafon  to  refolve  * the  more  we  raife  i doubt. 


T 
* > 


3 


Hieroglyph,  it. 


If  it  be  part  of  that  celeftial  Flame, 

It  mult  be  ev’n  as  pure , as  free  fro  m fpot 
As  that  eternal  Fountain  whence  it  aime . 

Jf  pure  and  jporlefs , then  whence  came  the  blot  ? 

It  fe If  being  pure  could  not  it  fdf  defile  y 
Nor  hath  unaftive  matter  pow’r  to' foil 
Her  pure  and  a&ive  form,  as  Jarrs  corrupt  their  Oyl. 

5- 

Or  if  it  were  created  , tell  me  when  ? 

If  in  the  firft  tix  Daves , where  kept  till  now  ? 

Or  if  the  Soul  were  new  created  , then 

Heav’n  did  not  at  all , at  firft  , he  had  to  do  : 

Six  Days  expired,  all  creation  ceaft  ; 

All  kinds , ev’n  from  the  greateft  to  the  Ieaft , 
Were  finifht  and  complete  before  the  day  of  reft. 

6. 

But  why  fhould  Man,  the  Lord  of  Creatures,  want 
That  priviledge  which  Plants  and  Beads  obtain? 
Beafts  bring  forth  Beads , the  Plant  a perfect  Plant  j 
And  ev’ry  like  brings  forth  her  like  again  : 

Shall  Fowls  and  Fifhes,  Beads  and  Plants  convey 
Life  to  their  ihue , and  Man  Iefs  than  they  ? 

Shall  tilde  get  living  Souls  ? and  Man  dead  lumps  of  clay  ? 


7- 

Mud  humane  Souls  be  generated  then  ? 

My  water  ebbs  i behold , a Bock  is  nigh  : 

!f  Natures  work  produce  the  Souls  of  men  , 

Mans  Soul  is  morral : All  that’s  born  muft  die , 

What  fhall  we  then  conclude?  What  fun-fhine  will 
Difperfe  this  gloomy  Cloud  ? till  then  , be  ftill , 

My  vainly  driving  thoughts  $ lie  down , my  puzled  quili. 

' ISIDO 
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my  dosi  thou  -wonder  , 0 man  , at  the  height  of  the 
5 jjrj,  or  the  depth  of  the  Sea.  ? Enter  into  thine  own 
Saul , and  wonder  there. 

Ihy  Soul  by  creation  is  infufsd , by  infufiort , created. 


EPIG.  2. 

What  art  thou  now  the  better  by  this  flame  ? 

Thou  know’ft  not  how  , nor  when , nor  whence  it  came' 
Poor  kind  of  happinefs  , that  can  return 
No  more  account  but  this , to  fay , 1 burn. 


\ 


I 
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1 

PSALM  103.  1 6. 

T he  wind  pajfeth  over  it , and  it  k gone* 


NO  fooner  is  this  lighted  Taper  fet 
Upon  rhe  rranfirorv  ftage 
Of  E' e -bedarking  Night, 

Bur  it  is  ftraight  fubjeCted  to  rhe  threat 
Of  envious  winds , who'.e  waftful  rage 
Diftuibs  her  peaceful  Light , ( bright* 

And  makes  her  fubftance  waft  , and  makes  her  flame  lefs 

2. 

No  fooner  are  we  born , no  fooner  com£ 

To  rake  potTeffion  of  this  vaft , 

This  Soul  afflicting  Earth » 

But  danger  meets  us  at  the  very  womb  , 

And  forrow  with  her  full  mouth'd  blaft 
Salutes  our  painful  birth  , 

To  put  out  all  our  joy es, and  puff  out  all  our  mirth. 

3-  . 

Nor  infant  innocence  , nor  childifn  tears , 

Nor  youthful  wit , nor  manly  power , 

Nor  politick  old  Age , 

Nor  virgins  pleading , nor  the  widows  Prayers, 

Nor  lowly  cell , nor  lofty  tower , 

Nor  Prince  , nor  Peer  , nor  Page 
Can  fcape  this  common  blaft  , or  curb  her  ftormy  rage, 

4* 

Our  life  is  but  a Pilgrimage  ot  blafts , 

And  every  blaft  brings  forth  a fear  ; 

And  every  fear , a Death  \ 

The  more  it  lengthens , ah  , the  more  it  vvaftes  2 
Were , were  we  to  continue  here 
The  dayes  of  long  liv’d  Snb  , 

Our  farrows  would  renew  , as  we  renew  our  breath  , 

Y 2 Toft 
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5* 

Toft  to  and  fro  , our  frighted  thoughts  are  driv’n 
Wirh  every  puff , vvirh  every  tide 
Ot  felf-confuming  care  ; 

Our  peaceful  flame  , that  would  point  up  to  Heav’n , 
Is  ftiil  difturb’d,  and  turn’d  afide  *, 

And  every  bl.ift  of  Air 
Commits  fucli  wafte  in  man  as  man  cannot  repair. 

6. 

I 

W’  are  all  born  debters , and  vve  firmly  ftand 
Oblig’d  for  our  firft  parents  debt , 

Bcfides  our  intereft ; 

Alas ! vve  have  no  harmlefs  counter- band  , 

And  vve  are  every  hour  befet 
With  threatnings  of  arreft  , 

And  till  vve  pay  the  debt  we  can  expeft  no  reft. 


7* 

What  may  this  forrovv-fhaken  life  prefenc 
To  the  falfe  relifh  of  our  taft 
That’s  worth  the  name  of  fweet  ? 

Her  minutes  pleafur’s  choak’d  with  difeontent; 

Her  glory  foil’d  with  every  blaft  y 
How  many  dangers  meet 
Poor  man  betwixt  the  biggin  and  the  winding  fiieet. 


\ 
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not  to  be  grieved , not  to  be  afjlifted  > 
not  to  be  in  danger  > is  impofible. 

Ibidem, 

Behold , the  World  is  full  of  trouble , yet  beloved  : what  if 
is  were  a pleafing  World  ? How  wouldji  thou  delight  in  her 
ulms , that  cansi  fo  well  endure  her  Storms. 


in  this  World  , 


\ 


E P I G.  5. 

Art  thou  confum’d  with  Soul-affli&ing  croffes  ? 
Difturb’d  with  grief  ? annoy’d  with  worldly  Ioffes  ? 
Hold  up  thy  head ; the  Tapour  lifted  hie 
Will  brook  the  Wind , when  lower  Tapours  die, 

Y 3 ' 


\ 
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' / 

The  whole  need  not  the  phyficiatt. 

1. 

Always  pruning  , always  cropping  ? 

Is  her  br;ghcnefs  ffili  obfcur’d  ? 

Ever  drefling  , ever  topping  ? 

Alvvavs  curing,  never  cur’d? 

Too  much  (huffing  makes  a wafte  j 
When  the  Spirits  fpend  too  faff , 

They  will  fhrink  at  ev’ry  blaff. 

2. 

You  that  alv\#ys  are  beffowing 
CofUv  pains  in  life  repairing  , 

Are  but  alwayes  overthrowing 
Natures  work  by  ovcrcaring  ; 

Nature  meeting  with  her  fo, 

In  a work  fhe  hath  to  do, 

Takes  a pride  to  over-throw. 

• ? t r J 

V 

Nature  knows  her  own  perfection , 

And  her  pride  difdains  a tutour, 

Cannot  ffoop  to  Arts  correction, 

And  (he  (corns  a co-adjutor. 

Saucy  Art  fhould  not  appear 
Till  fhe  whifper  in  her  Ear  ; 

HigiY  dees , if  Sara.  bear. 

4* 

Nature  worketh  for  the  better  , 

If  not  hindred  that  fhe  cannot  * 

Art  hands  by  as  her  abetter , 

Ending  nothing  fhe  began  not  i 
If  diftemper  chance  to.  feife 
Nature  foil’d  with  the  difeafe, 

Art  may  help  her  if  (he  pleafe, 

Y 4 
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But  to  make  a trade  of  trying 
Druggs  and  dofes  always  pruning , 

Is  to  die  for  fear  of  dying ; 

He’s  untun’d  , that’s  always  tuning. 

He  thar  ofren  loves  to  lack 

Dear  bought  drugs  hath  found  a knack 

To  foyi  the  man  , and  feed  the  Quack. 


<5. 

O rthe  fad  , the  frail  condition 
Of  the  pride  of  Natures  glory  X 
Dow  infirm  his  compofirion  , 

And  at  beft  how  tranfitory  ! 

When  this  riot  doth  impair 
Natures  weaknefs , then  his  care 
Adds  more  ruine  by  repair. 

/ 

8. 

Hold  thy  hand  , healths  dear  maintainer  * 
Lite  perchance  may  burn  the  ftronger ; 
Having  fubftance  to  fuftain  her. 

She  untouch’H , may  laft  the  longer  ? 
When  the  Artiit  goes  about. 

To  redrefs  her  flame,  I doubt, 
Oftentimes  he  fnufifs  it  out. 
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NICOCLESl 

Thyficians  of  all  min  an  mo  ft  happy  $ what  good  juccefs 
fotvcr  they  have , the  World  proclaimed  , and  what  faults 
they  commit , the  Earth  cover eth. 


\ 


* 


E P I G.  4. 

My  purfe  being  heavy , if  my  Light  appear 
But  dim  , Quacl^  comes  to  tnake  ali  clear  *, 

Quacl^  leave  thy  trade  *,  thy  dealings  are  not  right  9 
Thou  tak’Jt  our  weighty  gold  to  give  us  light . 
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('  Je  auocihante  restart  . 


\ 
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PSALM  91.  if. 

And  he  will  give  his  Ange  s charge  over  thee . 

1. 

OHow  mine  Eves  could  pleafe  themfeives,  and  fpend 
Perpuuai  Ag^s  in  this  precious  fight? 

Hovs  I ccm  itl  woe  Eternity  , to  1 nd 
IVH  waiting  da)  an  antiuotc  tor  Night 
And  hue  m\  ridh  could  with  my  rklh  contend  , 

That  viewb  this  objett  with  no  more  delight  I 
p-i)  work  h great , my  Taper  iptr.us  too  fait  : 

’ fii  all  I have,  artd  loon  v\ould  out  or  wait 
Did  not  tins  oleiied  lereen  protect  it  horn  this  blaft. 

2- 

0,  I have  Eft  the  jewel  of  my  Soul, 

And  1 u uft  iind  it  our , or  f mud  die  ? 

Alas!  m\  ' in- made  darknefs  doth  cotitroul 
The  bright  endeavour  of  my  cart  ful  Eye  : 

I muit  go  it  a tch  and  raniack  every  hole  j 
Nor  have  1 other  Light  to  feek  it  by  : 

Oir  this  Light  be  iptnr , m\  work  not  done, 

M\  labour  s worle  than  lofi  i my  jewel’s  gone , / 

And  I am  quite  forlorn  , and  I quite  undone. 

3* 

You  blefed  Angels  , you  that  do  enjoy 
The  full  fruition  of  Eternal  glory,' 

Wilhou  be  phas’d  to  fancy  fuch  a toy 
As  man,  and  quit  your  glorious  territory , 

And  hoop  to  Earth  , vouchsafing  to  employ 
Ynir  care  to  guard  the  dufl  that  lies  before  ye? 

Difdain  >ou  not  thefe  lumps  of  dying  clay. 

That  . for  )our  pains,  do  oftentimes  repay 
Neglect , if  not  diidain , and  fAid  ycu  griev’d  away  ? 

This 


\ 
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4- 


Tins  tapour  of  our  lives , that  once  was  plac’d 
In  the  fair  fuburbs  of  Eternity , 

Is  now  alas  confin’d  to  ev’ry  Waft , 

And  turn'd  a Maypole  for  the  fporting  Fly  ; 

And  will  you  , facred  Spirits  , pleafe  to  cad 
Your  care  on  us , and  lend  a gracious  Eye  ? 

How  had  this  (lender  inch  of  Tapour  been 
Blafted  and  blaz’d  , had  not  this  heavenly  Screen 
Curb’d  the  proud  blah , and  timely  liept  between  l 


O goodnefs , far  tranfcending  the  report 
Of  lavifh  tongues ! too  valt  to  comprehend  I 
Amazed  quill,  how  far  doft  thou  come  fhorc 
T*  exprefs  expreflions  that  fo  far  tranfcend  1 
You  bleiled  Courtiers  of  th’  Eternal  Court , 

Whole  full- mouth’d  Hallelujahs  have  no  end  , 
Receive  that  World  of  praires  that  belongs 
To  your  great  Sov’reign;  fill  our  uoly  tongues 
With  our  Holanaa’s  mix’d  with  your  Serapnick  fongs. 


\>  • b . 1 
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ij  thou  dt fired  the  help  of  Angels  , fly  the  comforts  sj  the 
mid , and  refijl  the  temptations  of  the  Devil. 

He  will  give  his  Angels  charge  over  thee.  0 what  rs~ 
verence , what  love  9what  confidence  deferveth  fo  fweet  a fSying? 
for  their  prefence , re-  erhfce  3 for  their  good  will , love  i 
fer  their  tuition , confidence. 


•\ 


/ 

/ 


E P I G.  5. 

My  flame  > art  thou  difturb’d  , difeas’d  and  drive' 11 
To  death  with  iiorms  of  grief?  Point  thou  to  Hcav’n  : 
One  Angel  there  fhall  cafe  thee  more  alone » 

Than  rlirice  as  gnany  thoufands  of  thy  own. 


4 


/ 
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ECCLESIASTES  3.  x. 

/ 

To  every  thing  there  is  an  appointed  time. 

Time.  i.  Death . 

Tim-  "O  Ehold  the  frailty  of  this  (lender  fnuflf , 

|j  Alas , it  hath  nor  long  to  laft  : 

Without  the  help  of  either  thief  or  puff. 

Her  weaknefs  knows  the  way  to  waft  : 

Nature  hath  made  herfubftance  apt  enough 
To  fpend  it  felf , and  fpend  too  faft : 

It  needs  the  help  of  none 
That  is  fo  prone 

To  lavifh  out  untouch’d  , and  languid]  all  alone. 

2. 

- 

Death.  Time , hold  thy  peace,  and  fhake  thy  flow  pac’d  fand  5 
Thy  idle  minutes  make  no  way: 

Thy  glafs  exceeds  her  hour , or  elfe  doth  ftand , 

I cannot  hold  , I cannot  ftay. 

Surceafe  thy  pleading  , and  enlarge  my.  hand, 

I furfeit  with  too  long  delay : 

This  brisk,  this  bold  fac’d  Light 
Doth  burn  .too  bright m, 

Darknels  adorns  my  throne  , my  day  is  darkeft  Night. 

5* 

Time.  Great  Prince  of  darknefs,  hold  thy  needlefs  hand ; 

Thy  caprive’s  faft  and  cannot  flee  ; 

What  arm  can  relcue  ? who  can  countermand  ? 

What  pow’r  can  fet  thy  Pris’ner  free  ? 

Or  if  they  could , what  clofe  , what  foreign  land 
Can  hide  tliar  head  that  flees  from  thee  ? 

But  if  her  harmlefs  Light 

Offend  thy  fight  , ( at  Night  ? 

What  ceed’ft  thou  fnarch  at  noon , what  will  be  thine 

D^ath. 


f 
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4* 

Death . I have  out  Raid  my  patience;  my  quick  trade 
Grows  dull  and%iakes  too  (low  return  : 

This  long-Iiv’ddebtis  due,  and  fhould  been  paid 
When  firft  her  flame  began  to  burn  : 

Eut  I have  ftaid  too  long  , I have  delaid 
To  ftore  my  vaft , my  craving  Urn. 

My  patient  gives  me  pow’r 

Each  day , each  hour , ( tovv’r 

To  ftrike  the  Peafants  thatch, and  fhake  the  Princely 

5- 

Tim:.  Thou  count’ft  too  faft : thy  parent  gives  no  pow’r 
Till  Time  fhall  pleafe  to  fay  , Amen . (hour? 
Dtasb.  Canft  thou  appoint  my  fhafr  ? Time.  Or  thou  my 
Death.  ’Tis  T bid  , do.  Time.  Tis  f bid,  When: 

Alas ! thou  canft  not  make  the  pooreft  flow’r 
To  hang  the  drooping  head  till  then : 

Thy  fhafts  can  neither  kill , 

Nor  ftrike  , until  (will 

My  power  give  them  wings , and  pleafure  arm  thy 


\ ' 
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S.  AUGUST. 

Thou  tyiowefl  not  what  time  he  will  come : wait  always  that 
btcanfe  thou  knowefi  not  the  time  of  his  coming , thou  mayeil  be 
prepared  againjl  the  time  he  cometh.  And  for  thi  s perchance  , 
thou  fyowefl  not  the  time  3 becaufe  thou  mayefi  be  prepared  it- 
gainfl  all  times . 


fl 

1 


> 

7 


I 


, • 


EPIG,  6, 

Expett , but  fear  not  Death  : Deatli  cannot  kill , 

Till  Time , ( that  firft  muft  feal  her  Patent ) will ; 
WouhTft  thou  live  long  ? keep  Time  in  high  efteef®  j 
Whom  gone , if  thou  canft  not  recal , redeem. 

T \ • 

' * 
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JOB  18.  6. 

* * \ 

' ' • * N ■ ^ 

tiis  Light  fhall  be  dark^  , and  his  Candli 

(hall  be  put  out . 


WHAT  ails  our  tapour  ? Is  her  Iuftre  fled , 
Or  foyl’d  ? What  dire  difafter  bred 
This  change  , that  thus  fhe  vails  her  goidcn  head  ? 


2. 

It  was  but  very  now  fhe  fhin’d  as  fair 
As  Venus  (far.  Her  glory  wight  compare 
With  Cynthia. , bumifht  with  her  Brothers  hair, 

3- 

There  was  no  cave-begotten  damp  that  mought 
Abufeher  beams  *,  no  wind  that  went  about 
To  break  her  peace  *,  no  puff  to  put  her  out, 

4* 

Lift  up  thy  wondYing  thoughts , and  thou  (halt  fpie 
A caufe  , will  clear  thy  doubts , but  cloud  thine  Eye  s 
Subjects  muff  vail , when  as  their  Sov’reign’s  by. 

$• 

Caift  thou  behold  bright  T'hxous  , and  thy  fight 
No  whit  impair'd  ? the  object  is  too  bright  y 
The  weaker  yields  unto  the  ftronger  Light. 


, . 6. 

Great  God  , I am  thy  Tapour  , thou  my  Sun  j 
From  thee , the  Spring  of  Light , my  Light  began  f 
Yet  if  thy  Light  but  fliine  , my  Light  is  done. 


If  thou  withdraw  thy  Light , my  Light  will  fhine  B 
If  thine  appear  , how  poor  a Light  is  mine  ? 

My  Light  is  darknefs  if  compar’d  to  thine. 

Z 2 
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8. 

Thy  Sun  beams  are  too  ftrong  for  my  weak  Eye  ; 
If  thou  buc  fliine  , how  nothing , Lord  , ami! 
Ah  , who  ca  n fee  thy  vifage  , and  not  die ! 

9- 

If  intervening  Earth  fhould  make  a Night , 

My  wanton  flame  would  then  Chine  forth  too  bright 
My  Earth  would  even  prefume  t’  eclipfe  thy  Light. 

i°. 

And  if  thy  Light  be  fhadow’d  , and  mine  fade , 
If  thine  be  dark , and  my  dark  Light  decay’d  , 

I fhould  be  clothed  with  a double  /hade. 

1 1. 

What  fhall  I do  ? O what  fhall  I defire  ? 

What  help  can  my  diflrafted  thoughts  require  , 
That  thus  am  wafting  twixt  a double  fire? 

12; 

In  what  a ftrait , in  what  a ftrait  am  I ? 

’Twixt  two  extremes  how  my  rackt  fortunes  lie  ? 
See  I thy  face  , or  fee  it  not , I die. 

* 3* 

O let  the  fleam  of  my  Redeemers  bloud  , 

That  breaths  from  my  Tick  Soul , be  made  a cloud , 
To  interpofe  thefe  Lights , and  be  my  fhroud. 

14- 

Lord  , what  am  I ? or  what’s  the  Light  I have  ? 
May  it  but  Light  my  afhes  to  their  grave , 

And  fo  frbm  thence , to  thee  * ’tis  all  I crave. 

1$. 

O make  n;y  Light , * that  all  the  World  may  lec 
Thy  Glory  by  t : If  not , it  feems  to  me 
Honour  enough , to  be  put  out  by  thee. 


t 
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0 light  inacctjflble  , in  refpeft  of  which  my  Light  is  utter 
dartyejs  y jo  rifle  ft  upon  my  weafyiefs  , that  all  the  World  may 
behold  thy  ftrength  : 0 Majejlie  incomprehenfible , inrejpeft  of 
which  my  glory  is  men  jhame : fo  jhine  upon  my  mifery  that  all 
the  World  may  behold  thy  glory . 


EPIG,  7. 

Wilt  thou  complain  , becaufe  thou  art  bereav’n 
Of  all  thy  Light  ? wilt  thou  vie  Lights  with  Heav’n  ? 
Can  thy  bright  Eye  not  brook  the  daily  Light  ? 

Take  heed ; I fear  thou  art  a Child  of  Night, 

Z 3 
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MATTHEW  5.  1 6. 

> . r 

Let  your  Light  fo  fine  , that  men  feeing  your 
good  works  may  glorife  your  Father  which 
is  in  Heaven . 


i.’ 


W 


**  A S it  for  this , the  breath  of  Heaven  was  blown 
Into  the  noftrils  of  this  Heavenly  creature  ? 


Was  it  for  this , that  facred  Three  in  One 
Confpir’d  to  make  this  quinteffence  of  Nature  ? 
Did  Heavenly  providence  intend 
So  rare  a fabrick  for  fo  poor  an  end  ? 


2. 

Was  Man  , the  higheft  mafter-piece  of  Nature  , 
The  curious  abftrad:  of  the  whole  Creation  , 
Whofe  Soul  was  copied  from  his  great  Creatour , 
Made  to  give  Light,  and  fet  for  o'ofervation, 
Ordain’d  for  this  ? to  fpend  his  Light 
In  a dark-Ianthorn  cloyftred  up  in  Night  ? 


Tell  me  , reclufe  Monaflick  , can  it  be 
A difadvantage  to  thy  beams  ro  fhine  ? 

A thoufand  tapours  may  gain  Light  from  thee  : 
Is  thy  Light  Iefs  or  worfe  for  lighting  mine  ? 
If  wanting  Light,  I ftumble  , fhall 
Thy  darknefs  not  be  guilty  of  my  fall  ? 


\ 


N 4* 

Why  doft  thou  lurk  fo  clofe  ? Is  it  for  fear 

Some  bufie  Eye  fhould  pry  into  thy  flame  , 

And  fpie  a thief , or  elfe  feme  blemifh  there  ? 

Or  being  fpy’d  , fhrink’ft  thou  thy  head  for  fhame  ? 
Come  , come  fond  Tapour,  fhine  but  clear  , 

Thow  needli  not  fhrink  for  fhame , nor  fhroud  for  fear. 

Z 4 Remember 
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Remember  , O remember , thou  wert  fet 
For  men  to  fee  the  great  Creatourby  j 
Thy  flame  is  not  thy  own : It  is  a debt 
Thou  ow’fl:  thy  Maker  : And  wilt  thou  deny 
To  pay  the  int’reft  of  thy  Light  ? 

And  skulk  in  corners  , and  play  leaft  in  fight  ? 

/ 

Art  thou  afraid  to  trufl  thy  eafie  flame 
To  the  injurious  waft  of  Fortunes  puff  ? 

Ah,  coward,  rouze,  and  quit  thy  felf  for  fliame ; 

Who  dies  in  fervice , hath  liv’d  long  enough : 

Who  fhines , and  makes  no  Eye  partaker, 
llfurps  himfelf , and  clofely  robs  his  Maker. 

7- 

Make  not  thy  felf  a Pris’ner , that  art  free  t 
Why  doft  thou  turn  thy  Palace  to  a jail? 

Thou  art  an  Eagle  ; And  befits  it  thee 
To  live  immured  like  a cloyfter’d  fnail? 

Let  toyes  feek  corners  j things  of  coft 
Gain  worth  by  view  : hid  jewels  are  but  loft. 

8. 

My  God  , my  Light  is  dark  enough  at  lighted  , 
jfrncreafe  her  flame  , and  give  her  ftrength  to  fhine: 
'Tis  frail  at  beft : ’tis  dim  enough  at  brighteft  , 

But  ’tis  her  glory  to  be  foyl’d  by  thine. 

Let  others  lurk  : My  Light  fhall  be 
Propos’d  to  all  menj  and  by  them  to  thee, 

r > . " i ' ; - 
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if  thou  be  one  of  the  foolift  virgins , the  congregation  is 
necejfarf  for  thee  b if  thou  be  one  of  the  wije  virgins , thou  art 
jttceffary  for  the  congregation . 

HUGO. 

Monafticfy  vna\e  Cloyflers  to  inclofe  the  outward  man  : O 
would  to  God  they  would  do  the  like  to  reftrain  the  inward  man . 


E P I G.  8. 

Afraid  of  Eyes  ? what , ftill  play  leaft  in  fight  ? 
Tis  much  to  be  prefum’d  all  is  not  right  : 

Too  clofe  endeavours  bring  forth  dark  events : 
Come  forth  , Monaftick  5 here’s  no  Parliaments. 
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JOB  14.  2. 

m 

fie  comth  forth  like  a flower  and  is  cut  down. 


r. 

Behold 

How  fhort  a fpan 
Was  long  enough,  of  old  , 

To  meafure  out  the  life  of  man  ! 

In  thofe  veil  temper’d  dayes  his  time  was  then 
Survey’d,  cart  ip,  and  found  but  threefcore  years  and  ten. 


2. 

Alas 

And  what  is  that  ? 

Tlvy  come  , and  Hide , and  pafs  , 

Before  my  pen  can  tell  thee  what. 

The  ports  cf  time  are  fwift , which  having  run 
Their  feav’n  fhort  rtages  ’ore  , their  fhort-liv’d  task  is  done. 


3- 

Our  dayes 

Begun  we  lend 
To  deep,  to  antick  playes 
And  to/es,  until  the  firft  rtage  end ; 

12.  waining  noons,  twice  $.  times  told, we  give 
To  unrecover’d  lofs  1 We  rather  breateh  than  litre. 


4- 

We  Spend 

A ten  years  breath, 

Before  we  apprehend 
What  ’tis  to  live,  or  fear  a Death  : 

. 0ur  childifh  dreams  are  fill’d  with  painted  joyes, 
which  pleafe  cur  fenfe  a while,  and  waking,  prove  but  toys. 

Ho  iv 
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How  vain  , 

How  wretched  is 
Poor  man  , that  doth  remain 
A Have  to  fuch  a State  as  this  , 

His  dayes  are  fhort  , at  longeft  } few , a:  mofl ; 
They  are  but  bad , at  beft ; yet  lavifht  on , or  loft. 


<5. 

They  be 

The  fecret  fprings , 

That  make  our  minutes  flee 
On  wheels  more  fwift  than  Eagles  vings  : 

Our  life’s  a Clock  , and  every  gafp  cf  breath 
Breaths  forth  a warning  grief , till  Time  lhallftrike  a death. 


How  foon 

Our  new-born  Light 
Attains  to  full-ag’d  Noon! 

And  this , how  foon  to  gray-hair’d  Night! 

We  fpring  , we  bud,  we  blollom , ard  we  blaft 
E’r  we  can  count  our  dayes , our  dayes  ney  flee  fo  faft. 


8. 


They  end. 

When  fcarce  begun  j 
And  ere  we  apprehend 
That  we  begin  to  live , our  life  is  done : 

Man  , count  thy  dayes  \ and  if  the*  file  too  fall 
For  thy  dull  thoughts  to  count,  count  e\ery  day  thy  lafh 


/ i 
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Or  infancy  is  confamtd  in  eating  and  peeping ; in  all 
M time  what  differ  we  from  beafts  , but  by  a poffibility  of 
rum  and  a neceffity^  of  Sin? 

1 mijery  of  mankind , in  whom  no  fooner  the  Image  of 
Gd  appeareth  in  the  aft  of  his  Keafon , but  the  Devil  blurs 
it  in  the  corruption  of  his  Will! 


E F I G.  9. 

To  the  decrepit  min* 

Thus  was  the  firft  feventh  part  of  thv  few  dayes 
Ccnfum'd  in  flccp  , in  food  , in  toyifh  playes  : ~ 
Ktovv’ft  thou  vvliat  tears  thine  Eyes  imparted  then^ 
Rivievv  thy  lofs , and  weep  them  o’re  agen. 

1 

• ' / 


Trcizs  tua.  ITl&ici.Iuventus 
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JOB  20.  ii. 

i 

His  bones  are  full  of  the  Sins  of  his  yonth. 


i. 

TH  E fwifc-foot  Poft  of  Time  hath  now  begun 
His  fecond  it  age 
The  dawning  of  our  Age 
Is  loft  and  fpent  without  a Sun  : 

The  Light  of  Reafon  did  not  yet  appear 
Within  th’  Horizon  of  this  Hemifphere. 

2. 

The  infant  Will  had  yet  none  other  guide 
But  twilight  Senfe; 

And  what  is  gain’d  from  thence 
But  doubtful  Heps , that  tread  afide  ? 

Reafon  now  draws  her  curtains  j her  clos’d  Eyes 
Begin  to  open , and  the  calls  to  rife. 

3- 

Youths  now  difclofing  bud  peeps  out , and  fliowe 
Her  April  head  *, 

And  , from  her  grafs-green  bed  , 

Her  Virgin  Primerofe  early  blowes : 

Whil’ft  waking  Philomel  prepares  to  Sing 
Her  warbling  fonets  to  the  wanton  fpring. 

4* 

His  ftage  is  pleafant , and  the  way  feems  ihort , 
All  ftrow’d  with  flowers  ; 

The  dayes  appear  but  howers , 

Being  fpent  in  time-beguiling  fport. 

Her  griefs  do  neither  prefs,nor  doubts  perplex  « 
Here’s  neither  fear  to  curb , nor  care  to  vex4 


\ 
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5* 

His  downy  cheek  grows  proud , and  now  difdains 
The  tutours  hand ; 

He  glories  to  command 
The  proud-neckt  fteed  with  prouder  reins : 

The  ftrong-breath’d  horn  mufl  now  falute  his  Ear 
With  the  glad  downfal  of  the  falling  Deer. 

6. 

His  quicknos’d  armie,  with  their  deep-mouth’d  founds 
Moft  now  prepare 
To  chafe  the  tim’rous  Hare. 

About  his  yet  unmorgag’d  grounds } 

The  ill  he  hates,  is  counfel  and  delay. 

And  fears  no  mifchief  but  a rainy  day. 

7-  ' 

The  thought  he  takes , is  how  to  take  no  thought 
For  bale  nor  blifs  j 
And  late  repentance  is 
The  laft  dear  pen’ worth  that  he  bought : 

He  is  a dainty  morning  , and  he  may  , 

If  Iuft  orecaft  him  not , b’as  fair  a day. 

8. 

Proud  bloffom,  ufe  thy  Time : Times  head  ftrong  horfe 
Will  polt  away  : 

Truft  not  the  foil’ wing  day , 

For  ev’ry  day  brings  forth  a worfe : 

Take  time  at  belt : believe’t,  thy  dayes  will  fall 
From  good  to  bad , from  bad  to  worft  of  all. 


Hieroglyph.  X.  %6t 

S.  A M B R O S. 

• , f v;  , - - ■ 

Humility  is  a ran  thing  in  a young  man  , therefore  to  be  ad- 
mred : when  youth  is  vigorous  , when  (Irength  is  from  , when 
Blood  is  hot  , when  cares  are  fir  angers , when  mirth  is  free  5 
then  pride  fwelieth , and  humility  is  dejpifed . 


. “ . i ... 

' E P I G.  10. 

To  the  old  matio 

Thy  years  are  newly  gray  , his  newly  green  s 
His  youth  may  live  to  fee  what  thine  hath  feen*, 
He  is  thy  Parallel : his  prefent  ftage 
And  thine  are  the  two  Tfcpicks  of  mans  Age. 

A ^ 


3^2 
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ECCLESIASTES  u.  9. 

Rejoyce , 0 young  man  , and  let  thy  heart 

cheer  thee , hut  know  , &c. 

- - / 1 

i. 

HO  W flux ! how  alterable  is  the  date 
Of  tranfitory  things ! 

How  hurry'd  on  the  clipping  wings 
Of  Time  , and  driv’n  upon  the  wheels  of  Fate  l 
How  one  condition  brings 
The  leading  Prologue  to  another  ftate ! 

No  tranfitory  things  can  laffc  ? 

Change  waits  on  Time  , and  Time  is  wing'd  with  haft  } 

Time  prefent’s  but  the  ruine  of  Time  paft. 

2. 

Behold  how  Change  hath  inch’d  away  thy  Span  , 

And  how  thy  Light  doth  burn 
Nearer  and  nearer  to  thy  Urn  : 

For  this  dear  wafte  what  fatisfa&ion  can 
Injurious  Time  return 

Thy  fhorrned  dayes , but  this  , the  ftyle  of  Man  ? 

And  what’s  a man  ? a cask  of  care , 

Now  tunn’d  and  working  j he’s  a middle  flair 
Tvvixt  birth  and  Death  j a blaft  of  full-ag’d  air. 

3‘ 

His  breaft  is  tinder , apt  to  entertain 
The  fparks  of  Cupids  fire , 

1 Whofe  new-blown  flames  muft  new  enquire 
A wanton  julep  out , which  may  reftrain 
The  rage  of  his  defire  , 

Whofe  painful  pleafure  is  but  pleafing  pain  , 

His  life’s  a ficknefs  that  doth  rife 
From  a hot  liver  , Whilft  his  paflion  lies 
Expe&ing  cordials  from  his  miftrifs  Eyes. 

A a 2 Tlis 
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4* 

His  ftage  is  ftrow’d  with  thorns,  and  deck’d  with  flowers: 
His  year  fometimes  appears 
A minute  ; and  his  minutes , years  : 

His  doubtful  weather’s  Sun-fhine  mixt  with  {bowers  } 

His  traffrque  , Hopes  and  Fears  5 
His  life’s  a medley , made  of  Sweets  and  Sowrs } 

Hrs  pains  reward  is  Smiles  and  Pouts  \ 

His  diet  is  fair  language  mixt  with  Flouts } 

He  is  a No-thing , all  compos'd  of  Doubts. 

5* 


Do  , waft  thy  inch , proud  Span  of  living  Earth , 
Confume  thy  golden  days 
In  flavifh  freedom  ; let  thy  ways 
Take  beft  advantage  of  thy  frolick  mirth} 

Thy  ftock  of  Time  decayes , 

And  lavifh  plenty  ftHl  fore-runs  a dearth : 

The  bird  that’s  flown  may  turn  at  Iaft } 
And  painful  labour  may  repair  a waft  } 

But  pains  nor  price  can  call  thy  minutes  pa  ft. 


Hieroglyph.  XI. 
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en: 


SEN. 

Expft  great  joy  when  thou  [halt  lay  down  the  mind  of 
1 child , and  dejervt  the  fiyle  of  a wife  man  j for  at 
tbofe  Tears  childhood  is  pafl  , but  oftentimes  childi(hnefs  re- 
mineth  , and  what  is  worfe , Jthou  hajl  the  authority  of  a 
Min  t but  the  'vices  oj  a child . 


EPIG.  ii. 

To  the  declining  man. 


EN. 


Why  fhnd’ft  thou  difcomented  ? Is  not  he 
As  equal  diftant  from  the  top  as  thee  ? 

What  then  may  caufe  thy  difeontented  frown  ? 

He’s  mounting  up  the  hill  \ thou  plodding  down* 

A a 3 

* - 7 


i 


1 


Vt  Sol  (trior e,  Vvrili . 
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DEHTER.ONOMIE  33.  25. 

* 

1 

As  thy  Dayes  , jo  fodll  thy  ftrength  be . 


The  Poft 
Of  fwift-foot  Time 
Hath  now  at  length  begun 
The  Calends  of  our  middle  ftage  : 

The  number’d  fteps  that  we  have  gone,  do  fhow 
The  number  of  thofe  fteps  we  are  to  go  * 

The  buds  and  blofloms  of  our  Age 
Are  blown, decay’d, and  gone. 

And  all  our  prime 
Is  loft* 

And  what  we  bosft  too  much  , we  have  leaf!  caufe  to  boaft; 

Ah  me ! 

There  is  no  reft  ; 

Our  Time  is  always  fleeing. 

What  rein  can  curb  our  head-ftrong  hours ; 

They  poft  away : They  pafswe  know  not  how  : 

Our  Now  is  gone  , before  we  can  fay  New  : 

Tinje  paft  and  future’s  none  of  ours : 

That  hath  as  yet  no  being  *, 

And  this  hath  ceaft 
To  be  : 

What  is , is  only  ours , How  fhort  a Time  have  we ! 
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And  now 
Apollo's  Ear 

Experts  harmonious  (trains 
New  minted  from  the  Thracian  Lyre  5 
For  now  the  virtue  of  the  twi-fork’d  Hill 
Infpires  the  ravifh’d  fancy  , and  doth  fill 
The  veins  with  Vegafean  fire  : 

And  now  thofe  fteril  brains 
That  cannot  fhow  , 

Nor  bear 

Some  Fruits,  (hall  never  wear  Apollo' s faered  E aw. 

% 

Excefs 

And  furfeit  ufes 
To  wait  upon  thefe  days  ; 

Full  feed  , and  flowing  cups  of  wine 
Conjure  the  fancy  , forcing  up  a Spirit 
By  the  cafe  Magick £ of  debauch’ d delight } 

Ah  pity,  twice-born  Bacchus  Tine 
Should  ftarve  Apollo's  Bayes , 

And  drown  thofe  Mufes 
That  blefs 

And  calm  the  peaceful  Soul,  when  florins  of  cares  opprefs. 

\ 

Strong  Light 
Eoaft  not  thofe  beams 
That  can  but  only  rife 
And  blaze  a while , and  then  away  *. 

There  is  no  Solflice  in  thy  day  \ 

Thy  midnight  Glory  lies 
Betwixt  th’  extremes 
Of  Night , 

A glcry  foiAi  with  frame , and  fool'd  with  falfc  delight. 


/ 

1 

. - mt 


/ 


3 
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Hafl  thou  climbed  up  to  the  full  Age  of  thy  few  Days? 
Uo1^hac\w  arris  and  thou  fro  alt  fee  the  frailty  of  thy  youth  *,  the 
folly  oj  thy  childhood  , and  the  wafle  of  thy  infancy  : Loo £ 
forwards , thou  [halt  fee  the  cares  of  the  World , the  troubles 
of  thy  mind  ? the  difeafes  of  thy  Body. 


/ 


: . * 

i 


EPIG.  12. 

— r 

To  the  middle-aged. 

Thou  that  art  prancing  on  the  lufty  Noon 
Of  thy  full  Age  , boaftnot  thy  felf  too  foon: 
Convert  that  breath  to  wail  thy  fickle  ffate  ; 

Take  heed  ; thouTt  brag  too  foon , or  boaft  too  late. 
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JOHN  3.  30. 

**  .1 

\ 

He  mufi  encreafe  3 but  I mujl  decreafe. 


i 


TIME  voids  the  table , dinner’s  done  $ 

And  now  our  daies  declining  Sun 
Hath  hurried  his  diurnal  load 
To  th’  borders  of  the  Weftern  road  } 

Fierce  Phlegou  , with  his  fellow  Heeds  , 

Now  puffs  and  pants,  and  blows  3nd  bleeds. 

And  froths  and  fumes  , remembring  flill 
Their  lafhcs  up  th’  Olympick  hill , 

Which  having  conquer’d  , nowdifdain 
The  whip  , and  champ  the  frothy  rein. 

And  with  a full  carieer  they  bend 
Their  paces  to  their  journevs  end: 

Our  blazing  Tapour  now  hath  loft 

Her  better  half  , Nature  hath  croft 

Her  forenoon  book  , and  clear’d  that  fcore , 

But  fcarce  gives  truft  for  fo  much  more  : 

And  now  the  generous  fap  for  fakes 
Her  fire-grown  twig  : a breath  ev’n  fhakes 
The  down  ripe  fruit } fruit  foon  divorc’d 
From  her  dear  branch  , untoucht } unforc’d. 

Now  Sanguin  Venus  doth  begin 
To  draw  her  wanton  colours  in  , 

And  flees  neglecfed  in  difgrace  , 

Whil'ft  Mars  fupplies her  luke-warm  place: 

Blood  turn  to  choler  : what  this  Age 
Lofes'in  ftrength  ic  finds  in  rage  : 

That  rich  ennamel  , which  of  old  , 

Damask’d  the  downy  cheek  , and  told  , * , . 

; • " A harmless 
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A harmlefs  guilt , unask’d  , is  new 
Worn  off  from  the  audacious  brow : 
Luxurious  dalliance  , midnight  revels , 
JLoofe  riot , and  thofe  venial  evils 
Which  inconfiderate  youth  of  late 
Could  plead  , now  want  an  Advocate  : 
And  what  appear’d  in  former  times 
Whifp’ring  as  faults , now  roar  as  Crimts  > 
And  now  all  ye  vvhofe  lips  were  wont 
To  drench  their  Coral  in  the  font 
Of  fork’d  Parnaffus  5 yc  i that  be 
The  Sons  of  Phoebus  , and  can  flee 
On  wings  of  fancy  to  difplay 
The  flagg  of  high  invention , ftay  , 
Repofe  your  quills  * your  veins  grow  fower, 
Tempt  not  your  Salt  beyond  her  power : 
If  your  pall’d  fancies  but  decline  , 
Cenfure  will  ftrike  at  every  line  , 

And  wound  your  names,the  popular  Ear 
Weighs  what  you  are  , not  what  you  were 
Thus  hackney  like  , we  tire  our  Age , 
Spur-gall’d  with  change  from  ftage  to  ftage 


Hieroglyph.  XIII. 


Seefl  thou  the  daily  Light  of  the  greater  World  ? when 
attained  to  the  highest  pitch  of  Meridian  glory  , it  ( layeth 
not  , hut  by  the  fame  degrees , it  amended  , it  defcendeth. 
And  is  the  Light  of  the  leffer  world  more  permanent  ? Con- 
tinuance is  the  Child  oj  Eternity  , not  of  Time. 


E P I G.  1 

To  the  young  man. 

Young  man  , rejoyce  ; and  Iec  thy  rifing  da\s 
Cheer  thy  glad  heart:  think’ll  thou  thefe  uphil  ways 
le^d  to  Deaths  dungeon  ? no , but  know  withal  9 
Arifing  is  but  Prologue  to  a fail. 


/ 


Hieroglyph.  X IV.  s 

JOHN  ,12.  35. 

Tet  a little  while  is  the  Light  with  yon. 


1. 

THe  day  grows  old,  the  Iow-pitcht  lamp  hath  made 
No  Iefs  than  treble  fhade  , 

And  the  defending  damp  doth  now  prepare 
Tuncurl  bright  Titans  hair*, 

Whofe  Weftern  wardrobe  now  begins  t’unfold 
Her  purples , fring’d  with  gold , 

To  cloarh  his  Evening  glory  , when  th’  alarms 
Of  reft  fhall  call  to  reft  in  reftlefs  Thetis  arms. 


2. 

Nature  now  calls  to  fupper , to  refrefh 
The  Spirits  of  all  fleftu 
The  toyling  plowman  drives  his  thirfty  teams  , 
To  tafte  the  flipp’ry  ftreams : 

The  droyling  (wine-herd  knocks  away,  and  feafts 
His  hungry  whining  guefts : 

The  boxbil  Ouzle , and  the  dapled  Thrufh 
like  hungry  rivals  meet  at  their  beloved  bufh. 


And  now  the  cold  Autumnal  dews  are  feen 
To  cobweb  every  §reen  *, 

And  by  the  low-fhorn  Rbwins  doth  appear 
The  faft* declining  year  .* 

The  faplefs  branches  doff  their  Summer  fuits 
And  wain  their  Winter  Fruits , 

And  ftormy  bkfts  have  forc’d  the  quaking  trees 
Td  wrap  their  trembling  limbs  in  fuits  of  mofty  free?. 
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4. 

Our  wafted  Taper  now  hath  brought  her  Light 
To  the  next  door  to  Night ; 

Her  fprighrlefs  flame  grown  with  great  fnuff  , doth  turn 
Sad  as  her  neighboring  Urn  ; 

Her  flender  inch  , that  yet  unfpent  remains, 

Lights  but  to  further  pains  , 

And  in  a filent  language  bids  her  gueft 

Prepare  his  weary  limbs  to  take  Eternal  reft. 

I 

5. 

Now  careful  Age  hath  pitch’d  her  painful  plough 
Upon  the  furrow’d  brow; 

And  fnowy  blafts  of  difcontented  care 
Have  blanch’d  the  falling  hair  : 

Sufpicious  envy  mixt  with  jealous  fpight 
Difturb’s  his  weary  Night: 

He  threatens  youth  with  Age  *,  and  now  alas , 

He  owns  not  what  he  is',  but  vaunts  the  man  he  was* 

Gray-hairs,  perufe  thy  dayes,  and  let  thy  paft 
Read  Le&ures  to  thy  laft : 

Thofe  hafty  wings  that  hurry’d  them  away 
Will  give  thefe  days  no  day  : 

The  conftant  wheels  of  Nature  fcorn  to  tire 
Until  her  works  expire : 

That  blaft  that  nipt  thy  youth  , will  ruin  thee  ; 

That  hand  that  (hook  the  branch  will  quickly  ftrike  the  tree. 


t 


S,  CHRY* 
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S.  CHRYS. 

Gray  hairs  are  honourable , when  the  behaviour  fuits  with 
gUy  hairs : But  when  an  ancient  man  hath  childijb  manners , 
\n  becomth  more  ridiculous  than  a Child . 

SEN. 

yhou  art  in  vain  attained  to  old  years , that  repeatefl  thy 
joutbfiilnefs*  , 


• * 

EPIG.  14. 

To  the  Youth , 

Seeft  thou  this  good  old  Man  j he  reprefents 
Thy  Future , thou  , his  Frtterptrfeft  tenfe : 

Thou  goeft  to  labour , he  prepares  to  reft : 

Thoubreak’ft  thy  faft , he  fupps  : now  which  is  beft  .? 

B b 
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PSALM  90.  10. 

The  days  of  our  years  are  threefcort  years 
and  ten. 

/ "• 

i. 

SO  have  I feen  th'  illuftrious  Prince  of  Light 
Rifing  in  glory  from  his  Crocean  bed  , 

And  trampling  down  the  horrid  fhades  of  Night, 

Advancing  more  and  more  his  conqu’ring  head  , 

Paufe  firit  , decline  , at  length  begin  to  fhroud 
His  fainting  brows  within  a cole- black  cloud. 

2. 

So  have  I feen  a well-built  Cajlle  Hand 
Upon  the  tip-toes  of. a lofty  Hill , 

Whofe  a&ive  povv’r  commands  both  Sea  and  Land, 

And  curbs  the  pride  of  the  beleag’rers  will : 

At  length  her  ag’d  foundation  fails  her  truft  , 

And  layes  her  tott’ring  ruins  in  the  duft. 

3* 

So  have  I feen  the  blazing  Taper  (hoot 
Her  Golden  head  into  the  feeble  Air , 

Whofe  fhadow-gilding  ray  fpread  round  about , 

Makes  the  foul  face  of  black-brow’d  darknefs  fair  , 

Till  at  the  length  her  waiting  glory  fades , 

And  leaves  the  Night  to  her  inveterate  fhades. 

4* 

Ev’n  fo  this  little  World  of  living  clay , 

The  pride  of  Nature , glorified  by  Arc, 

Whom  Earth  adores,  and  all  her  Hofts  obey  , 

Ally’d  to  Heav’n  by  his  Diviner  part , 

Triumphs  a while , then  droops , and  then  decays  , 

And  worn  by  Age , Death  cancels  all  his  days* 

Bb  2 That 
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5* 

That  glorious  Sun , that  whilom  fhone  fo  bright  , 

Js  now  ev’n  ravifh’d  from  our  darkned  Eyes : 

That  fturdy  Cafile , mann’d  with  fo  much  might , 
lies  now  a Mon’ment  of  her  own  difguife : 

Tnat  blazing  Taper  , that  difdain’d  the  puff 

Of  troubled  Air  j fcarce  owns  the  name  of  fnufT. 

> 

d. 

Poor  bed-rid  Man  ! where  is  that  glory  now  , 

Thy  Youth  fo  vaunted  ? where  that  Majejiy 
Which  fat  enthron’d  upon  thy  manly  brow  ? 

Where  , where  that  braving  arm  ? that  daring  Eye? 
Thofe  buxom  tunes  ? thofe  Bacchanalian  tones  ? 
Thofe  fwelling  veins?  thofe  marrow  flaming  bones 

7- 

Thy  drooping  glory's  blurr’d , and  proftrarc  lies 
Grovling  in  duff  i and  frightful  horrour  , now  , 
Sharpens  the  glaunces  of  thy  gafhful  Eyes , 

Whilft  fear  perplexes  thy  diftra&ed  brow: 

The  panting  breaft  vents  all  her  breath  by  groans  9 
And  Death  enerves  thy  marrow- wafted  bones, 

r * 

/ 8, 

»‘ 

Thus  Man  that’s  born  of  Woman  can  remain 
But  a fhort  time  : his  dayes  are  full  of  forrow  ; 

U is  life's  a penance  and  his  Death’s  a pain. 

Springs  like  a flow’r  to  day  , and  fades  to  morrow  j 
; His  breath’s  a bubble , and  his  day’s  a fyan : 

] lis  glorious  mifery  to  be  born  a Man. 


Hieroglyph.  XV.  381 

C YPR. 

/ 

When  Eyes  are  dim  , Ears  Deaf , vifage  pale , Teeth  dt* 
cayed  , skin  withered  , breath  tainted , Pipes  furred,  knees 
trembling  , hands  fumbling , Feet  failing,  the  fudden  downfal 
of  thy  flsfhly  houfe  is  near  at  hand , 

S.  AUGUST. 

All  vices  wax  old  by  age : covetoufnefs  alone  growth  young, 


EPIG.  1$. 

To  the  Infant , 

What  he  doth  fpend  in  groans , thou  fpend’ft  in  tears  s 
Judgment  and  firength’s  alike  in  both  your  years  ', 

He’s  helplefs  j fo  art  thou  •,  what  difference  then  ? 

He’s  an  old  infant  j thou  , a young  old  Man, 


FINIS . 
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